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':flotes and "@omment 
B y 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt 
O NLY a month has passed since the thirty-first President of 
the United States moved from the 
very centre of the stage of the 
world events into the shadow of 
the wings. . . . This note, there-
fore, is written during the in-
evitable interlude between the ap-
praisal of the man by his contem-
poraries and his entrance into his-
tory. . . . The veil of nearness 
still prevents any complete or ac-
curate evaluation of his life and 
work . .. 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt was 
a curious and complex figure. 
... Virtues and defects which 
would have been mutually exclu-
sive in a lesser man found amiable 
lodging in his soul and accounted 
for many of his unpredictable 
acts. . . . His high intelligence, 
sharpened by years of suffering, 
T H E EDITORS 
often impelled him to regard a 
situation as a game in which vic-
tory was more important than 
any principles involved .... Into 
his character and personality were 
poured many conflicting strains. 
. . . His aristocratic background, 
inherited wealth, crippling illness, 
and acquired power contributed 
to the making of one of the most 
complex and fascinating person-
alities in the world's history .... 
Observers of his life and career 
have often sought the secret of his 
power over men. . . . The final 
answer must be left to history .... 
Even at this early hour, however, 
there can be no doubt that he was 
a genuine humanitarian .... He 
had suffered and knew what suf-
fering was .... There was in him 
a warm and quick sympathy for 
the underdog which endeared 
him to the downtrodden masses 
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of humanity in every corner of 
the world . ... To them he had 
become a symbol of hope and 
freedom .... 
After the first deep shock over 
his passing, the American people 
turned to the future. . . . His 
death changed the course of im-
mediate events. . .. Humanly 
speaking, he died before his task 
was finished. . . . His plan for 
the future of America and of the 
world had to be placed in other 
hands . ... At this moment it 
would appear that the nation has 
firmly resolved to 'carry on in his 
indomitable spirit until both the 
war and the peace have been 
won. . . . A common sorrow has 
united us in a greater courage 
for the long and dark journey in-
to the future. . . . In the inscru-
table providence of God, Franklin 
Delano Roosevelt may become an 
even greater leader in death than 
he was in life. 
On Being American 
1fSOLATIONISM is taking quite a 
.1l beating in the United States 
today. And with the ostracism of 
the isolationist comes a new def-
inition of him. In too many cir-
cles, particularly in the higher 
ones, he is now the person who 
advocates anything which is Amer-
ican and not international. 
So the pendulum swings, always 
too far in either or any direction. 
Of course we cannot build a fence 
around our nation. But neither 
can we overlook those things 
which are strictly ours nor fail to 
make them even a more integral 
part of our heritage and tradition. 
From this time in history on, 
America can easily be the power 
in the world. With this high place 
come great responsibilities. If we 
are to lead and not follow, we 
must be prepared and willing to 
offer something to all peoples. 
Surely we are willing. That is just 
the point. But are we prepared? 
If we are to answer this ques-
tion, Americanism, as opposed to 
internationalism or any other ism, 
becomes extremely important. We 
in the United States must quit 
aping others, England et al. We 
must emphasize our own ideol-
ogies, our own culture. We must 
build through the generations a 
lasting, firm American tradition. 
To do this will be enough. Noth-
ing that is ours should be forced 
on other peoples. But we should 
be ready to extend the influence 
of our culture, our democratic 
ideals, our heritage of freedom . 
Devious Dealing in a Democracy 
W HY are such dealings neces-sary? For example, it has 
been rumored that the current 
r 
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curfew to conserve coal has its 
origin in part in an attempt to 
create public resentment against 
John L. Lewis, just in case he 
should try to lead a coal strike. 
Also tied up in this same bundle 
is the determination of AFL and 
CIO leaders that the beetle-
browecl mine chief shall not gain 
the glory of having broken the 
Little Steel wage formula. Wheth-
er it should be broken or not does 
not seem to be the issue. Rather, 
who gets the credit. They want 
that credit for themselves, and 
thus far John L. has gotten more 
concessions for his UMW than 
the rival leaders have obtained 
for their following despite their 
currying of the administration's 
favor. And that situation irks 
them! 
Now we don't know enough 
about this matter to judge wheth-
er Lewis' current demands are jus-
tified or not. Nor are we well 
enough informed to judge wheth-
er the Little Steel wage formula 
ought to be over-ruled or not. But 
we would like to state this: 
1. If the Little Steel wage formula 
must be held as a part of the 
fight against inflation, then re-
gardless of who tries to break it, 
it ought to be maintained. 
2. If the welfare of our country as 
a whole does not demand this, it 
ought to be adjusted in such a 
manner that neither John L. nor 
any other single person can make 
capital of it for his own pres-
tige. 
3· Likewise, if the present circum-
stances demand the curfew, then 
it ought to be invoked and en-
forced despite the selfishness of 
those who still want to put them-
selves above their country. 
4· If this curfew is imposed upon 
the whole country simply as a 
subterfuge designed to discredit 
one man who has fallen into dis-
favor with the present adminis-
tration, then it must be con-
demned as a most disreputable 
political maneuver. 
The common citizen is certain-
ly tired of reading how often the 
general welfare of all has been 
sacrificed and compromised and 
batted about for the sake of po-
litical advantage. Whether a meas-
ure is right or wrong, whether it 
serves the common welfare or not, 
receives little consideration. The 
big thing is: Whose favor will it 
curry? whose influence will it buy? 
whom will it offend? 
These are clays which demand 
public servants who are willing to 
sacrifice their political career if 
need be for what they firmly be-
lieve is the welfare of all. The 
United States does not exist for 
the welfare and benefit of any 
pressure group to the exclusion 
of others. It does not exist to per-
petuate any man or any party in 
power. If a position cannot stand 
the straightforward scrutiny of 
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its supporters and opponents 
alike, and yet win out on its own 
merits, it is not worthy of consid-
eration. To end as we began, ei-
ther John L. is justified in his de-
mand or else he's not. We ought 
to be able to decide that without 
such devious means of stirring up 
public resentment against him. 
Why try to avoid the truth? Can't 
anything be done for the good of 
the American people without im-
mediately staining it and diluting 
it and hamstringing it by selfish 
political machinations? 
International Justice 
JOHN DoAQUE, Cashier of the First National Bank, abscond-
ed with $5o,ooo last month. He 
wa .~ apprehended a few weeks lat-
er and returned to stand trial in 
District Court. The judge and ju-
ry, the prosecuting and defending 
attorneys were all present to see 
justice done. The evidence was 
carefully weighed, the defendant 
found guilty and his penalty set 
within the limits of the law of 
the land. He is now paying his 
debt to society. Justice has been 
satisfied. 
That case and others like it are 
repeated with endless variations 
many times during the course of 
a single year. And in very few 
cases is injustice done, either de-
liberately or unknowingly. We 
have an elaborate sys tem of checks 
and balances which gives an ac-
cused man every benefit of the 
doubt-sometimes to an extreme. 
But by and large justice in a de-
mocracy has worked out well for 
the common man. 
These cases (and we say this 
knowing full well how complicat-
ed even a minor case can be-
come!) are comparatively simple 
beside the huge task that con-
fronts the world when it sets itself 
to the task of judging the guilt 
and innocence of nations, of met-
ing out justice on an international 
scale. This matter is thrown into 
bold relief by the proposed trials 
of nations and their leaders for 
war guilt. 
Will it work? All this was con-
templated at the end of World 
War I and there are those who 
say that World War II might have 
been prevented if stern justice 
had been the order of the day, if 
penalties had been set and then 
strictly exacted. But for some rea-
son this was never done. Why not? 
We need not contemplate the 
problem long before we realize 
the tremendous difficulties that 
beset the path of those who at-
tempt to fix the guilt of nations. 
In the first place, there is no ade-
quate international law agreed 
upon by all nations as the crite-
rion of justice whereby they are 
willing to be judged. (Nor is a 
time of war the time to establish 
I 
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such an international code). In 
the second place, who shall be the 
judge? Even in a minor court the 
absolute integrity of the judge is 
a prerequisite of justice, as is the 
honesty of the jury and its free-
dom from bias. Who shall be the 
judge and the jury of nations-ac-
ceptable to victor and vanquished 
alike, to both the attorney for the 
prosecution and the attorney for 
the defense? What nation is there 
whose dealings are so far above 
reproach that they might be ac-
ceptable? Is there any nation. 
among the victors who is willing 
to open up its dealings to the de-
fense to show that its skirts are 
not dirty? Such candidness is nec-
essary that absolute justice be 
demonstrated. Can it be safely 
done? Will it be done? 
These are but a few of the 
things that stand in the way of 
international justice, even from 
an abstract legal point of view. 
When you get right down to it, 
can war guilt be laid upon any 
one nation, as it is upon individ· 
ual criminals? Certain individuals 
may be prosecuted for individual 
crimes and atrocities, but it is our 
opinion that such trials of nations 
can never be accomplished with 
absolute justice by the govern-
ments of earth. If it were honestly 
tried, and all the evidence aired, 
revolution would result. 
This is one thing that can only 
be safely put into the hands of 
God. Verily, we must leave it 
there perforce! 
Unwanted Gifts 
T wo large southern institutions of learning, Baylor University 
and Southern Methodist Univer· 
sity, a Baptist and a Methodist 
school respectively, recently de· 
dined gifts amounting to several 
thousand dollars tendered them 
by liquor interests. In spite of the 
fact that both schools could well 
use the money offered them, rep-
resentatives of both schools mus-
tered sufficient will power to de-
cline the generous gifts. They ex-
plained their refusal of the gifts 
by saying that their acceptance of 
the money would be inconsistent 
with the traditional Baptist and 
Methodist stand on the liquor 
question. 
We believe that the refusal to 
accept the gifts on the part of the 
these two schools was ill-advised. 
In the first place, by declining the 
offer both institutions passed up 
a fine opportunity for improving 
themselves physically and aca-
demically. The generous offer was 
not conditioned by any stipula-
tion which would require the 
church bodies controlling the in-
stitutions to silence their vigorous 
testimony against the liquor 
traffic. 
Secondly, by refusing the gifts 
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and thereby automatically stigma-
tizing the donors, the two church 
bodies, implicitly at least, placed 
their stamp of approval upon ev-
ery business endeavor from which 
they, directly or indirectly, receive 
contributions. 
The logical conclusions to 
which a non-Biblical piety can 
sometimes drive us are sometimes 
embarrassing. 
Politics and the UNRRA 
T HE United Nations have dealt very fo'olishly by permitting 
the UNRRA to become an in-
strument of selfish interests and 
an agency for promoting politics, 
as is undoubtedly the case. Ever 
since its beginning this agency's 
great and necessary humanitarian 
task has been hindered and ham-
strung by these nefarious deal-
ings. We don't remember reading 
what lay at the bottom of its in-
effectiveness in Italy, though its 
impotence was manifest. In 
Greece, however, the pattern be-
came cleare{' when a secret agent 
of one of the Big Three was ex-
posed in the guise of a representa-
tive of the UNRRA. This same 
country had demanded that its 
soldiers administer UNRRA in 
Jugoslavia, and that also is the 
current demand for Albania. The 
resulting suspicion and distress 
has thus far prevented the 
UNRRA from working in hard-
hit Poland. 
It makes us fairly writhe to 
think that these people must 
plead for bread and clothing and 
medical help in vain all because 
the political maneuvering for 
power could not even be excluded 
from this agency expressly set up 
for the alleviation of so much hu-
man suffering. If there must be a 
tug of war among the Allies as to 
whose sphere of influence the 
Mediterranean countries, the Bal-
kan nations, and the Central Eu-
ropean states shall be, why must 
the effectiveness of the UNRRA 
be destroyed by. making it the sel-
fish instrument of one nation or 
another to achieve this end? We 
doubt whether the United States 
has actively taken part in this cor-
rupt practice, but our own officials 
must certainly know that it has 
been going J)n. Why haven't we 
demanded that the UNRRA be 
permitted to do its work unmo-
lested? If that objective cannot be 
achieved, the U. S. ought to with-
draw its material support and set 
up its own agency. Perhaps then 
some real good could be accom-
plished. Perhaps the starving, sick 
and ragged populations, that have 
seen so much misery and pain and 
suffered so many losses, could be 
attended to without becoming the 
political pawns in the bid for 
power that already heralds World 
War III. This is not to be con-
r 
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strued as dictating any foreign 
policy for our Allies. They know 
the situation better than we do. 
All we say is: Leave the UNRRA 
out of it. Politics has no place in 
its task. 
A New Deal in School Boards 
RECENTLY a school superintend-ent in a small mid-western 
town was dismissed. He had 
served the community well as an 
administrator and as a teacher; 
nevertheless the Board of Educa-
tion-made up of a butcher, an in-
surance salesman, two housewives, 
and two farmers-failed to renew 
his contract. While the Board of-
ficially gave no reasons for failure 
to renew the contract, it was com-
monly known that the superin-
tendent's refusal to permit rural 
students to use their cars during 
the noon hour and his unwilling-
ness to permit certain not-too-re-
sponsible adult groups the use of 
the high school gymnasium for 
dances and meetings incurred the 
displeasure of the Board. 
This incident is symptomatic of 
an unhealthy condition existing 
generally in American public edu-
cation. In too many localities the 
destiny of our public schools is 
guided by incompetent hands. 
There are too many people serv-
ing on school boards whose sole 
qualification for such service is 
their citizenship. The highly com-
plex task of supervlSlng a local 
school system is frequently placed 
in the hands of men and women 
whose last contact with an educa-
tional institution was their gradu-
ation from an elementary or sec-
ondary school some years ago. In 
some few instances the incompe-
tent personnel of a school board 
is aware of its inadequacies, and 
as a result the superintendent is 
given a free hand. Too often how-
ever, the reverse is true; an able 
superintendent is impeded and 
thwarted by the unintelligent su-
pervision of his board. 
The complex problems facing 
American schools today require 
the presence of trained and en-
lightened minds on the boards of 
our "cradles of democracy." Every 
American, especially if he is aware 
of the implications of the divine 
injunction to "seek the peace of 
the city," should be willing to 
expend increased effort in order 
to improve the calibre of local 
boards of education. 
The Campus Thinks 
As might well be expected in times of crisis, almost all in-
stitutions are objects of criticism 
today. The American college is no 
exception. Planning boards, com-
mittees, and commissions are all 
busily engaged in evaluating the 
present college curriculum in the 
''-~~------
--~~~----------------~----------------·~------~----~-
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light of post-war needs; and it 
seems to be the consensus of opin-
ion that drastic changes are neces-
sary in the offerings of most col-
lege departments. 
The basic source of all this 
questioning is easily found. Serv-
ice men and women, viewing life 
in varied places and living a life 
very much different from that of 
pre-war days, are demanding 
change. Perhaps they place too 
much emphasis on education for 
practical pursuits; but they rea-
lize, better than do we in our 
ivory towers, that too much that 
is offered in our higher institu-
tions is superfluous, that too 
much does not prepare one for 
anything, even the "good life," 
that our universities and their fac-
ulties live too much in the past, 
and not enough in the future. 
Certainly, not everything that 
is given in our present courses 
should be scrapped. But our edu-
cators must decide upon that ma-
terial which offers values that are 
absolute and real. Traditionally 
conservative, those in charge of 
American education must come 
out of their caves of darkness to 
see the light which somewhere 
must be shining. 
~ 
The Shadow of Rome 
QUITE a stir has been made lately in both Catholic and 
Protestant circles by a series of 
eight reprints by Harold E. Fey 
appearing under the significant 
title, "Can Catholicism Win 
America?" To the layman it 
would seem that the articles which 
were published originally in The 
Christian Century offer much 
food for thought, not only to 
those interested in contemporary 
religious matters but also to those 
who are concerned with democra-
cy and its place in America. 
Those who have concluded that 
Catholicism is antipathetic to our 
basic way of life in the United 
States have assumed the premise 
that that form of church govern-
ment is actually fascist in itself. 
Mr. Fey seems to take that atti-
tude and to take the next logical 
step also-that the Catholics are at-
tempting to win the United States 
for the Church, not for Democra-
cy. The influence of Catholicism 
on the press, on racial groups, on 
political parties, on both rural 
and urban America is clearly 
pointed out. And this is done in 
a cold, matter-of-fact way, without 
the apparent prejudice of too 
many writers on religious subjects. 
Mr. Fey's answer to the prob-
lem is an important one: Prot-
estants must unite, not in doctrine 
but in unanimity of purpose to 
prevent this nation's being moved 
"toward a cultural unity in which 
the Roman Catholic Church will 
be dominant." The author points 
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fort is visible in Protestantism to 
recover and maintain the respon-
sibility which it once carried for 
the character of American so-
ciety." Perhaps more of us should 
think about this problem. 
Don't Forget the People! 
A MAN who heard President Lin-coln deliver his memorable 
address on the battlefield at Get-
tysburg has shown us that Honest 
Abe really understood the mean-
ing of democracy. Contrary to the 
emphasis of countless school-boy 
orators ever since, this man re-
minds us that Lincoln said: "Of 
the people, by the people, for the 
people." That is the essence of 
democratic government. Its in-
terpretation may be increasingly 
difficult in a society that has be-
come steadily more mechanistic, 
but it is worthy of our most fer-
vent efforts to uphold it. When 
the people are forgotten, the 
American way of life will be gone 
and all its blessings with it. 
Therefore we must constantly ask 
ourselves, how far have we trav-
elled away from that great and 
necessary ideal? To what degree 
is our present government still an 
expression of the will of the peo-
ple, its departments conducted for 
the welfare of the people, its of-
ficials the servants of the people? 
Each victorious political party, 
seemingly, has to learn that same 
lesson over and over again. Their 
initial conquest at the polls is an 
endorsement of the people, of 
people tired and disgusted with 
the selfishness and misrule of the 
party in power. The years pass 
and the people as a whole are for-
gotten while the Democrats or 
Republicans seek to perpetuate 
themselves in office by catering to 
pressure groups and vociferous 
minorities. ' 
One such cycle began in 1933. 
The forgotten man was remem-
bered in the golden dawn of New 
Deal promise. The domestic crisis 
passed and the New Deal system 
appeared to be only a program 
through which citizens gave their 
money back to themselves by a 
system of taxes and subsidies. Of 
course; the object was to get more 
than you gave. But this process 
has its drawbacks. Everyone can-
not receive more in subsidies and 
handouts than he has given in 
taxes indefinitely. Somebody final-
ly has to come out at the short 
end. When that latter number 
increases and orily a few are still 
the beneficiaries of the original 
amount, what has happened? The 
people as a whole have been for-
gotten again. Then it becomes 
time to clean house politically, 
provided the opposition has had 
sense enough to make political 
capital of this forgetfulness. 
·------ ------, 
10 The CRESSET 
So today politicians and politi-
cal observers are watching our 
new Secretary of Commerce. He 
has created a tremendous stir. He 
has captured the imagination of 
a multitude. Men may disagree 
with his philosophy of govern-
ment, but they can't ignore him. 
His message has an appeal simply 
because he has remembered that 
in a democracy all the people 
count-even though they may not 
have the means to make them-
selves articulate through a well-
organized lobby. Yes, in a democ-
racy all the people count even to-
day, and woe betide him who for-
gets it! 
Just by the Way 
T HE other day we picked up one of the religious magazines 
that comes regularly to our desk. 
It was a number devoted to re-
ligious education. The front cover 
had an illustration which presum-
ably meant to symbolize the stu-
dent's completion of his pre-
scribed courses and his readiness 
to step out into the world to meet 
the problems of that world. The 
illustrative photo showed a fine 
Gothic doorway, in which stood a 
graduate in cap and gown, diplo-
ma held in the right hand, while 
both hands held open the doors 
out of which he was leaving to go 
out into the world. A fine illuma-
tion, except for one important de-
tail: the building out of which 
the graduate was departing was 
in total darkness. Symbolically, 
the graduate was stepping out of 
the darkness into the light of the 
world. Thus the effect of the il-
lustration was just the opposite of 
what was intended. A shining 
cross inside that building, or an 
illuminated figure of Christ, or 
simply a brightly lighted interior, 
would have given the intended ef-
fect. Moral: Editors and writers 
should be extremely careful about 
the illustrations they use. If they 
are not good, not to the point, 
they are useless, if not harmful. 
Whether verbal or pictorial, illus-
trations can only be "feathers for 
arrows" if they carry the arrow 
to its mark. 
The Finnish Elections 
T HE result of the recent Fin-nish elections has been and is 
being carefully studied by those 
who are interested in finding out 
what Russian domination in east-
ern Europe will mean to the small 
neighboring nations. Finland's ex-
ample is by no means conclusive; 
as one commentator remarked, 
"One Finnish swallow doesn't 
make a European summer." This 
much is true, namely, that the 
elections in Finland were held 
w~thovt interference: fro!Jl R,1,1s~i a, , 
, 
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They were peaceable, free, and 
honest, but they also indicate that 
Finland is trimming her sails to 
the Soviet wind. 
All in all, the elections were in-
conclusive. They do not establish 
a violent or overwhelming trend 
to the left, as might have been ex-
pected, even though the Popular 
Democrat coalition, in which the 
Communists were dominant, won 
51 seats out of 200. This party 
won its votes, not from the Right-
ist parties, but from the Social 
Democrats, who retained only one 
more seat than the Popular Dem-
ocrats in the Finnish Parliament. 
"This shift to the left," says 
Clifton Daniel in the New York 
Times, "is a phenomenon which 
undoubtedly will be manifest re-
peatedly in Europe as respect and 
admiration for the newfound 
Russian communism makes itself 
felt at the polls." 
Postwar Epidemics 
T HE news that the dread ty-phus is becoming epidemic in 
southeastern Europe is a grim re-
minder to us all that the world 
will not escape this war-aftermath. 
Dr. Frank G. Boudreau, former 
medical director of the Health 
Organization of the League of 
Nations, tells us in his book, Pio-
ncerJ in World Order, "The stage 
has been set for epidemics of 
typhus fever, dysentery, and chol-
era. Many other infections, such 
as bubonic plague, smallpox, re-
lapsing fever, may at any time as-
sume epidemic proportions. In 
the Mediterranean and Pacific 
areas malaria is already recog-
nized as a powerful enemy of our 
armed forces and may in the long 
run become one of the most se-
rious postwar disease problems." 
These are not only dangers that 
threaten us from outside of our 
own land, but some of the ·dis-
eases, such as typhoid, smallpox, 
and diphtheria, may become epi-
demic without any help from the 
outside. 
We are assured by competent 
authorities that every precaution 
is being taken to prevent the re-
turning servicemen from bringing 
in diseases and infections. Ex-
treme vigilance must be main-
tained in this respect as the num-
ber of returning veterans grows. 
On the homefront, in spite of the 
dearth of doctors and dentists, 
there must be a careful coopera-
tion between local, state, and na-
tional health agencies so as to 
safeguard the wellbeing of our 
people. The radio and the press 
must also be utilized to the ut-
most to keep our people informed 
with regard to preventjye roeth-
ods. 
-
12 The CRESSET 
Sinarquismo 
W HO is responsible for our lack of gasoline? And our 
lack of rice? Who is responsible 
for all our ills?" 
"Los gringos, los Estados Uni-
dos." 
Hatred of the United States, of 
Russia, of Protestantism, and of 
democracy is a major emotion 
among the Sinarquistas of Mexi-
co, according to Margaret Shedd, 
who writes of this secret but pow-
erful movement in "Thunder on 
the Right in Mexico," Harper's 
Magazine, April, 1945. 
Sinarquismo, founded in Le6n, 
Guanajuato, in 1937, is "an armed 
political movement, based on the 
leadership, or jefe, principle." Its 
antecedents include Nazi agents, 
Spanish Falangists, and the ter-
rorist Cristeros, a group associat-
ed with the Catholic clergy three 
decades ago. Most of its jefes are 
young men of wealthy old Span-
ish families or storm-trooper 
types; they seem to be little more 
than pawns, however, for the real 
leadership, which is secret. The 
ideal state, as envisioned by this 
leadership, is found in "the pat-
tern of sixteenth-century Spain, 
when the hierarchy of the Church 
and the noble landowners was un-
questioned." 
The extraordinary aspect of the 
movement is the fact that it has 
won nearly a million adherents 
among the pitifully poor. These 
peasants are entranced by its ora-
tory, its spectacles, and its oppor-
tunities for martyrdom. N everthe-
less, the movement violently op-
poses the program of the liberal 
Revolution (the authorized gov-
ernment from 1910 to the present 
time), which offers the people 
public schools and ejidos (small 
land holdings worked privately or 
collectively) . It also opposes Mex-
ico's part in the present war. 
Another presidential election 
will come in 1946. Sinarquismo 
may well decide to test its power 
at that time. 
German War Prison Camps 
T HE news that is coming in from Europe about the treat-
ment of Americans in the German 
prison camps is of one piece wi~h 
what we know of the German 
treatment of Jews and Poles and 
other war prisoners. Starvation ra-
tions, unsanitary conditions, in-
sufficient and careless medical 
treatment of the sick and wound-
ed,-these and other improprieties 
have so familiar a ring that one is 
no longer surprised. We Ameri-
cans are again disillusioned, how-
ever, because we fondly hoped 
that since the German and Italian 
war prisoners are receiying excel-
lent treatment at our hands, some-
how the Germans would be more 
humane toward our men. We 
I 
r 
May 1945 13 
have incurred the criticism of the 
French because of our humanity, 
for the French hoped that their 
liberation would mean better ra-
tions for themselves, and instead 
they see us feeding our German 
prisoners better than they are fed. 
One cannot blame them for their 
resentment, nor can we blame 
those among our own people who 
are aroused because their own 
sons, husbands, and brothers have 
been victims of the German ill-
treatment. It is not pleasant news 
to learn that one's son has been 
shot by a German guard because 
he tried to pick potato peelings 
from a garbage pail to appease his 
hunger; or to learn that a loved 
one, together with other Ameri-
can prisoners, was stoned by the 
populace when the group of pris-
oners was being marched through 
a German village. These and oth-
er facts a.re too numerous to be 
accidents or exceptions. It would 
seem to us that our leaders in 
charge of German war prisoners 
should exercise extreme care in 
keeping records of all cases of this 
type, so that when the day of 
reckoning comes justice can be 
meted out to all those who are 
guilty. There must be no senti-
mental softness in this regard, nor 
careless forgetfulness. Justice de-
mands punishment of all those 
who have treated our men cruelly. 
We do not advocate retribution 
upon the German war prisoners 
whom we are holding. We should 
rather lean backward in waging 
war according to accepted inter-
national standards, and we should 
do so until the end. Let us keep 
our national honor unsullied, 
even though, as The Nation puts 
it, "our guests return to Germany 
believing that Americans are soft 
of head as well as of heart." But 
we do hold most firmly that just 
punishment must be meted out to 
those officials who are guilty of 
atrocities against our men. 
The PILGRIM 
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PR.OGIU~S5 
B Y 0. P. KRETZ MANN 
Radio at Work 
ONE of the most dramatic sto-ries to reach my desk in 
many years is a modest mimeo-
graphed booklet which describes 
what happened in the studios of 
the Columbia Broadcasting Sys-
tem during the twenty-four hours 
following the first flash from the 
beaches of Normandy on June 6, 
1944 .... It provides an illumi-
nating insight into the amazing 
amount of thought and work 
which lies beyond the voices you 
hear when you turn a button in 
your living-room .. .. Months be-
fore June 1 the first preparations 
were made .... On May 15, 1944, 
detailed instructions were for-
warded to all members of the 
news staff ... 
. . . should the flash come between 
2:oo a.m. and 5:oo a.m. on weekdays 
. .. call Master Control ... order up 
the network ... recorded program of 
music is set to run for 55 minutes; 
cut in and out of it as you wish ... . 
. . . possibility that first reports 
may come from enemy or "neutral" 
sources. In such instances, the news 
judgment of the editor-in-charge will 
be called upon. It may be that we 
will want to go on the air with such 
a bulletin, provided the editors be-
lieve there is good foundation for 
such report. However it is extremely 
important that any such bulletin be 
concisely and unmistakably labelled 
for what it is, and that we point out 
that there has been no allied confir-
mation as yet . ... We must not reach 
beyond the facts. . . . 
.. . call all key personnel. .. . Miss 
Gauss will check on arrangements for 
delivery of coffee to news staff . . . 
I like Miss Gauss' part of the job. 
... Hope she made it. ... 
By June 3 the rising tension 
was near the breaking-point and 
one young woman achieved a du-
bious immortality: 
It ~as Tuesday, June 6, 1944. 
Joan Ellis in the teletype room in 
the London office of the Associated 
Press snapped it. Somehow, a prac-
tice-Hash reporting an invasion got 
into a live teletype, and at 4:39 p.m. 
EWT it was leaping all over the AI-
J 
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lied world. At Belmont Park, Ted 
Husing was on the air, reporting the 
running of the Belmont Stakes. At 
4:39: 15, as the horses came into the 
stretch, Bounding Home leading, 
CBS interrupted Husing to quote the 
AP flash. At 4:41 the AP spluttered 
"Bust that flash!" At 4:41:30 CBS 
cut in on Husing again to kill there-
port, and the AP at 4:44 tapped out 
a second correction formally "bury-
ing" it. But already the tide of when? 
was out of its banks, pouring thou-
sands of telephone calls on stations 
and newspapers. The other networks 
were soon equally busy in further 
denying and explaining the false 
alarm. In the Sunday papers the fa-
miliar phrase "clogged switchboards" 
retold the half-rueful, half-scornful 
story, and one recalled vaguely the 
premature Armistice story of Novem-
ber 7. 1918 ... and the radio inva-
sion of Orson Welles by Mr. H. G. 
Wells' Martians in 1938. 
1:30 A.M .... 
Calmer goes on the air again, re-
peating pretty much what he said 42 
minutes earlier. "Keep your radio 
tuned to CBS," he adds. "We'll be on 
duty all night and let you know if 
the report is true." He signs off at 
1:34:38. An orchestra takes over. A 
few minutes before Calmer went up 
the aisle to start his broadcast, the 
Listening Post (an elegant cubbyhole 
containing three loudspeakers, three 
chairs, three Ediphone machines, and 
assorted equipment) heard BBC in 
London speaking to Europe, in Eng-
lish. You people who live anywhere 
along the Coast within eighteen miles 
of the beach (said BBC in effect) 
please get out of your homes at once, 
stay off n:Yads, railways, bridges. At 
1:30 BBC repeats and amplifies this 
warning in all European languages. 
The Listening Post smells smoke . . .. 
Familiar faces move back into their 
frames. The Major was called back 
before he could get to bed. Quentin 
Reynolds was laid low with laryngitis 
at the River Club, so he came right 
in. Two news-writers were driving 
through Central Park when they 
heard Calmer's first .bulletin; they 
swung out of the Park, down Madi-
son Avenue to 52nd Street. Bob 
Trout's last trick on the air had 
been his afternoon news broadcast at 
3:15. He comes in, fresher than he 
will be a day later; in his haste he 
has put on an undersized suit. White 
talks briefly with his staff. Zousmer 
starts marking salient statements on 
the paper which is now a staccato 
chatter pouring out of the news-
tickers. 
3:27A.M . ... 
Suddenly and unreasonably the 
clatter of the news-room dies. The 
noise made by a lot of people in a 
hurry is hushed. Into that hush at 
3:27 one of White's six telephones 
lets go one long raking imperative. 
He picks up the instrument. 
"War Department in Washington 
calling CBS." 
"Okay." 
"Stand by for an important mes-
sage over FAX Army Signal Corps 
Channel at 3:32:zero." 
White pushes the FAX button on 
his panel. The channel to London 
opens. He flags the word to the con-
trol room, and to Major Eliot, who 
~ ~-~~---
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is now dissecting 88 mm. cannon, 
Rommel, Montgomery. The Major 
suavely winds up with a few seconds 
to spare. 
Five seconds after 3:32 a.m. EWT 
the FAX channel speaks to the net-
work. The arid, clear, unmodulated 
voice is recognizable as that of Col. 
R. Ernest Dupuy, senior public rela-
tions officer attached to Supreme 
Headquarters Allied Expeditionary 
Forces in Europe. The voice says: 
"Under the command of General 
Eisenhower, Allied Naval Forces, sup-
ported by strong air forces, began 
landing Allied Armies this morning 
on the Northern Coast of France." 
So this was it. 
That dubious German handwriting 
on the wall had been right, after all. 
Nervous, doubtworthy, and shaky ... 
but correct. Now all the Ifs and 
Whens were finished business; al-
ready it was g:33 "this morning" on 
the beachhead. 
That was it .... Men stumbling 
up beaches three thousand miles 
away, a world listening for the 
sound of their guns, the years 
ahead being carved out in blood 
and courage .... That moment 
deserves to live ... . 
Marine at Work 
AND now the other side of the picture .... A few days ago 
a father sat in my office and read 
the following letter .... There is 
nothing I can add: 
"The veil of censorship is again 
closed over my present where-
abouts and activities, but I now 
have plenty of leisure to write and 
can tell you what it was like at 
lwo. 
"We began planning and pre-
paring for this operation many 
months ago. Long before I saw 
Iwo, I knew its terrain, the dis-
position of its defenses and forti-
fications, its history and even the 
names of the officers commanding · 
the various enemy garrison ele-
ments. The system, technique, 
and most likely employment of 
tactical close air support was my 
immediate concern. The air sup-
port, on the whole, was as well 
planned and executed as it could 
be under the circumstances. Of 
course, many defects were noted 
as the operations progressed, im-
provements are needed-and that 
is the subject of the reports which 
are my main concern these days. I 
won't say much about my work-
I'm not permitted to for one 
thing, and the theory and prac-
tice of tactical air support of am-
phibious operations wouldn't be 
of great interest to you anyway. 
"At any rate, we were well ac-
quainted with the general prob-
lems and the specific problems ap-
plying to our particular functions 
long before we ever saw Iwo Jima. 
It looked very tough, and proved 





May 1945 17 
''I'll certainly never forget D-
Day. I was on deck at daybreak 
and my first glimpse of Mt. Suri-
bachi was chilling indeed. I felt 
that it was the ugliest sight I had 
ever seen. The whole thing was 
no longer a neat military prob-
lem, but a very close reality. This 
was no aerial photo or map, but a 
real mountain, defended by de-
termined men with live ammuni-
tion, as gun flashes from positions 
on the slopes and along the beach-
es were already indicating. Real 
war had begun, and I didn't like 
it a bit. I began to wonder how 
our men would ever gain the sum-
mit of that jutting rock, and I 
still wonder about it now that it 
has been accomplished. I didn't 
feel acutely frightened and I was 
outwardly calm, but I felt de-
pressed and had no desire at all 
to set foot on that beach. At the 
same time, I had absolutely no 
doubt whatever that the island 
could and would be taken and 
secured and I dare say that was 
true of every Marine who landed. 
That was a big factor in the vic-
tory, I think, and is a real tribute 
to the Corps. 
"Our convoy was huge. Ships 
were everywhere. Battleships, 
cruisers, and destroyers main-
tained a steady pounding of the 
island and the beaches in particu-
lar. At ogoo the first wave of 
troops hit the beach and the fight-
ing began in earnest. On the ship, 
I was making last minute prepara-
tions for debarkation. The ten-
sion was growing, particularly aft-
er our troops had landed and 
were fighting to open the beach-
head. About 1100 our regimental 
headquarters began going over 
the sides into the boats. Reports 
from the beach were encouraging. 
I kept worrying about Doc Hu· 
lett, who landed with the first 
battalion ashore-and it was tak-
ing very heavy fire. My boat was 
ordered along side and I got my 
people into it. My jeep and team 
were with me, and I also had 
some men from the regimental 
headquarters in the remaining 
boat spaces. Weapons were load-
eel and checked and I passed out 
chewing gum to all the men. Ev-
eryone's mouth tasted like cotton 
anyway. We were some miles off 
shore and it took us better than 
an hour to reach the line of de-
parture. There was some delay 
there and then we hit for the 
beach. I gave my men last minute 
instructions, ordered everyone 
clown in the boat, and we all 
crouched there waiting for the 
moment when the boat would 
grind into the sand and the ramp 
go clown. We reached the beach 
and waded onto the black vol-
canic sands of the island. The 
beach rises abruptly in step-like 
terraces. I scattered my people up 
as close to the first terrace as pos-
sible for better protection, and 
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went down the beach to find out 
where the regimental command 
post was being set up. By this 
time, the beach was being organ-
ized and the fire was not too 
heavy, though Japanese anti-boat 
guns kept hitting the water's edge 
at frequent intervals. It didn't ap-
pear to me that they were hitting 
much, however. I found an officer 
from the regimental headquarters 
stationed just off the beach as a 
guide and he showed me on the 
map where the command post 
was being established. I made my 
way back to the beach, collected 
my men and took off for the spot, 
which was at the southern tip of 
Airfield No. 1. My jeep, like all 
the other vehicles that clay, was 
bogged down at the water's edge 
and 1 had to abandon it tempo-
rarily. I'm very proud of the old 
'We're Here.' The tide came up 
and it was completely immersed 
in salt water all night. The nex~ 
morning my 'Black Raider,' Pvt. 
McLaughlin, brought it up to the 
command post purring right 
along, all radios in working order. 
It was the first jeep on the island 
to reach the airfield, and it served 
me faithfully throughout the op-
erations. 
"Getting back to D-Day, we 
slowly worked our way up from 
the beach, my men being loaded 
down with our alternate portable 
radio set and the ascent being 
steeper than we anticipated. We 
reached the command post and 
began to dig in as quickly as pos-
sible. Then, for the first time, 
things began to get really tough 
for us. The J aps had our position 
zeroed in and began raining ar-
tillery and mortar fire all over the 
command post. I couldn't help 
feeling, as everyone did, I guess, 
that they were specifically trying 
to get me. lt's an awful experi-
ence-being under artillery fire 
for the first time. You lie in your 
hole, trying to crawl into your 
helmet, and there is nothing in 
the world you can do. You just 
wait and listen. You can hear 
them coming, and after a while 
you get so you can tell those that 
are going way over and those that 
will be close. The sound of these 
close ones I shall never forget, 
especially the whirr of those frag-
ments after the shell has explod-
ed. Several hit directly in the com-
mand post-followed by the in-
evitable cry 'Corpsman- over 
here!' We crouched lower into 
our hole, looked at one another, 
and said nothing. Fragments land-
ed in our hole also a few times 
during the night, but by the grace 
of God none of us was hit. As you 
lay there, you felt both frightened 
and angry. I kept murmuring to 
myself the hymn, 'Abide With 
Me' and then cursing when a 
shell would explode. 
"The next morning the fire was 
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afternoon and from then on was 
sporadic until we displaced the 
command post forward again. 
The first night was the worst. Aft-
er I began to start working-
checking the situation at the op-
eration section, getting requests 
from front line battalions, phon-
ing divisions, calling the support 
air commander in the air, coor-
dinating strikes with the artillery 
and naval gun officers, I didn't 
think about it so much any more 
and, anyway, it was never again 
as heavy as it was the first night 
and the second morning. In a 
way, I think the strain is not as 
great for officers. You have the re-
sponsibility for the function your 
outfit performs and the safety of 
the men with you and that in a 
great measure keeps your mind 
off your own personal worries. 
"Sniper fires began to get an-
noying the second day. Unlike the 
Army, the Marine Corps always 
exploits any advantage it gains as 
rapidly as possible and pushes for-
ward, by passing small and scat-
tered resistance. Hence, there are 
usually snipers scattered about in 
caves and raised fortifications be-
hind our line, and they open up 
from time to time on targets of 
opportunity. These people are 
not trained snipers, however, and 
their fire is usually very inaccu-
rate. Unfortunately, being under 
artillery fire, with its great pound-
ing, makes one rather contempt-
uous of the "ping" of sniper bul-
lets and one becomes all too care-
less at times. Those who expose 
themselves on the skyline con-
stantly nearly always get it soon-
er or later. But if you exercise 
reasonable caution, you are pret-
ty safe-their marksmanship was 
incredibly bad considering the 
good targets they had. Patrols 
were sent out after them every 
day, but they were very hard to 
find and dig out. When a patrol 
did find a sniper, he paid the pen-
alty they must all take when 
found-they never got a chance to 
surrender. We had this sniper fire 
every day until we came off the 
island, but as I say, it was rarely 
anything more than annoying. 
"Every night I had a conference 
in the operations tent where the 
staff gathered to plan the next 
day's operations. Col. W. K. Dav-
enport, Jr., the operations officer 
of the regiment, was one of the 
finest gentlemen it has been my 
pleasure to work with in the Ma-
rine Corps. Slow, deliberate, con-
scientious, and with a deep regard 
for the lives of the men he con-
trols, he was the hardest working 
man in the command post. I liked 
working with him as he appreci-
ated the role of air power, but re-
alized its limitations, and never 
demanded anything of me, but al-
ways left it up to my own judg-
ment. I remember those nights in 
that tent. A shell or two would 
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land nearby and we would put 
our helmets on, lie prone on the 
deck, and keep on working. There 
would be the colonel and I, both 
trying to get someone on the 
phone and at the same time try-
ing to spot certain locations on 
the large map on the deck. Col. 
Davenport would look over at 
me, grin, shake his head, and say, 
·w·hat a way to make a living!' 
"Living conditions weren't too 
bad except when it rained, and 
then it was completely miserable. 
The first night it rained we were 
completely soaked and I do be-
lieve I would have perished if 
the colonel hadn't given me a 
drink from a bottle he had hidden 
away in his pack. It was lousy lig-
uor, but if I live to be go, I'll 
never have a drink as fine as that 
one. The food, all 'K' and 'C' 
rations, wasn't good, but it was 
plentiful and we never went hun-
gry. Of course we became abso-
lutely filthy after a while, but be-
yond a certain point it doesn't 
bother you anymore. 
"From time to time, we would 
displace the command post as 
the front line battalions pushed 
ahead. I wish I could adequately 
describe our third command post 
to you. It was the most eerie sight 
I've ever seen-like something 
out of Dante's 'Inferno.' You 
wouldn't believe 'it unless you saw 
it. It was near the village of Moto-
yama, just north of the second air 
field. It was rammg and very 
foggy when we moved in. The 
ground was high and rocky and 
had been pounded so by our ar-
tillery and naval guns that fantas-
tic and grotesque formations of 
rock rose through the gloom. Vol-
canic steam issued from cracks in 
the earth. The tangled wreckage 
of Japanese aircraft lay every-
where. Several of the enemy dead 
were still there, so badly blown 
up, I would not describe them to 
you. Marine replacements silently 
shuffied through the command 
post and disappeared into the fog 
ahead like lost souls plodding 
through 'Purgatory.' One of my 
boys remarked, 'This is the first 
place I've ever seen that really 
looked like hell.' And it did. 
"The sight of enemy dead was 
sickening, but the sight of our 
own dead was sickening to the 
soul. I was deeply shocked when 
I first saw a dead Marine and par-
ticularly when I saw my friends. 
It was something I wish I'd never 
seen, and I never want to see it 
again. Some became used to it aft-
er a while, but I didn't, and I 
never will 
"I didn't expect to spend my 
birthday on Iwo Jima, but I did. 
And, believe it or not, I got a 
present. The intelligence officer 
from one of our support groups, 
whom we knew from previous 
conferences, sent me a bottle from 
the carrier for Tim and myself. 
I 
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It surely was greatly appreciated. 
"That suggestion to drop gaso-
line on the J aps and burn them 
up was not the least bit far-
fetched. As we went into the 
third week, our carrier air sup-
port was withdrawn. We were 
forced to make haphazard ar-
rangements with the army squad-
rons now based on air field No. 
1, in order to have any air support 
at all. We had the remaining Ja-
panese forces holed up in the 
north end, but they were so deep 
in the caves, it was extremely dif-
ficult to get them out and frontal 
assault was suicide for the rifle 
men. Bombs and rockets were not 
adequate for the job and our sup-
ply was very limited. We made 
arrangements with the army to 
make up a home-made mixture of 
gasoline and fuel oil, put it in 
wing tanks and d rop it in the cave 
areas. It worked without a hitch 
and we burned out the whole 
northern tip of the island. It en-
abled the troops to move out after 
being badly bogged down. 
"It was a great relief when all 
air support was finally secured 
and we packed up the old 'We're 
Here' and went back to J asco at 
division headquarters. The first 
night I curled up in a borrowed 
bedding roll and slept 16 hours. 
"At my first opportunity I went 
to the cemetery to visit the graves 
of my friends. Such a sight! Row 
upon row of small white crosses 
. . . not the graves of old men 
gone to rest in the twilight of life. 
No, it was a repository for now 
empty hopes and dreams ... tal-
ents and abilities which now nev-
er will be recognized ... achieve-
ments that might have been . . . 
men who never got a chance to 
live. Oh, I know it had to be. We 
needed that island. But why must 
the world always fight at the ex-
pense of innocent men? Let us 
take care that there is a just peace. 
The price has already been paid. 
And the responsibility is upon the 
heads of those of us who have 
been spared. 
"I've rambled on for some time 
here. But if I wrote a book, I 
couldn't tell you what happened. 
You couldn't understand without 
being here. I didn't do anything 
myself ... just a staff officer who 
sat in a command post ... I only 
hope r did my job as well as it 
could be done. But I was there, 
and I saw some great and terrible 
things. No one who was there will 
ever forget Iwo Jima. 
Love to all, 
Don." 
~~----~-------·------------------~-----r-------------------------.~ 
A Soldier Meditates ... 
u .. I Shall Not Want" 
By LT. RICHARD M. KATr 
I T was Sunday; the place, New Guinea-remote, strange, the 
land of dense jungles, cannibalis-
tic insects, and a torturous sun. 
I answered the beckon of 
"Church Call" in the morning 
along with many other khaki-clad 
men. Sitting in the makeshift 
chapel (a mess-hall, converted on 
Sundays into a place of worship), 
I was impressed by the faces of 
those men arranged about me. 
Serious, somber faces these, deep-
ly tanned, with the slight tinge 
of yellow coloring from the daily 
doses of atabrine. Many of the 
heads were bowed reverently in 
silent prayer; numerous eyes were 
scanning the pages of red, leather-
bound hymnals; some figures sat 
motionless, staring into space like 
so many marble statues. All were 
thinking long, deep thoughts-
thoughts of home and family-
thoughts, too, of the Keeper of 
home and family. The corner 
drugstore, the swing on the porch, 
the old family discussions after a 
savory evening supper, and the 
church down the block,-all these 
stole into the minds of these bat-
tle-tried men. The faraway gaze 
of their eyes told you so. 
The singing of a familiar old 
hymn to the accompaniment of a 
scarred and beaten portable organ 
brought forth a loud, hardly 
beautiful, disharmony. And yet, 
in the loudest notes of the wheez-
ing tenor sitting near the front, 
there was something of gentle pi-
anissimo; in the coarse, unmelodi-
ous monotone behind me, there 
was a touch of reverent beauty; 
in the general disharmony was a 
distinct harmony of mind and 
purpose. It sounded melodious! y 
rich to me. 
The chaplain rose to address his 
attentive congregation. Slowly he 
thumbed through the battered Bi-
ble, which he held in his hand, 
and the tent was quiet, save for 
the noise coming from the kitchen 
in the rear, where the cooks were 
preparing the day's dinner. The 
voice of the chaplain sounded 
scarcely more than a whisper as 
he read from the Psalms ... "The 
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want; He maketh me to lie down 
in green pastures ... " I shall not 
want. I shall not want! The 
phrase repeated itself over and 
over in my mind-everything else 
blurred out as the meaning of 
those words gradually forced its 
way into my inner heart. 
As I stretched out on my cot 
that afternoon, attempting to con-
tinue my reading of a well-
thumbed copy of The Readers' 
Digest, I found it extremely diffi-
cult to follow the account in 
front of me. Over the P. A. system, 
Fred Waring's choir was singing 
"Were You There When They 
Crucified My Lord," and my 
thoughts turned back to those 
words I had heard the chaplain 
read .... "I shall not want." 
Staring up at a very small ray 
of light coming through a tiny 
hole in the canvas above me, my 
mind raced back to childhood 
days when my mother had first 
read (he Twenty-third Psalm to 
me. Those had been happy, care-
free days, with my father earning 
a substantial income-no sign of 
want. The grade school period 
during the depression with Dad 
sick, and the brunt of providing 
for the family laid on my mother; 
few luxuries then-but no want. 
High school, college-father dead 
and mother working to keep me 
in school. Want? Oh no! Three 
square meals a day, spending 
money from a small barbering 
trade I had worked up on Satur-
days, and all the luxuries of col-
lege-books, friendships, football 
games. 
But those things happened in 
an age past-the era of peace and 
good will. No nations lunging for 
each others' throats then. It was 
but commonplace for any aver-
age American to live easily from 
day to day, assured that tomor-
row, the coming week, the next 
year would all be as gratifying 
and as full of promise as the past 
had been. "I shall not want ... " 
Why of course I shan't! Why give 
it a second thought? Wasn't it 
only natural to live in plenty-
in the land. of plenty? What cause, 
then, for any deliberation on the 
subject? 
In the midst of this compla-
cency the news of the tragedy at 
Pearl Harbor scorched our ears. 
Bataan and Corregidor followed 
in the wake-stories of our gallant 
soldiers' privations there; no 
weapons, no food, no quinine-
hunger, fever, want . . . want. 
These tales along with the pos-
sibility of Japanese invasion and 
subjugation tumbled us from the 
stool of haughty confidence on 
which we had perched so long; 
and for the first time, I believe, 
I regarded the future with ques-
tioning anxiety. 
Later, falling to sleep in a train-
ing camp to notes of Taps and 
silent prayers, the war and its im-
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plications drew nearer . to me. I 
recognized the problem of supply 
for hundreds of thousands of sol-
diers in the making, and resigned 
myself to a life void of the lux-
uries of home. I anticipated that 
I should feel want-want of love, 
friendship, recreation, and a 
warm, sheltered home. I prayed 
at night for the Lord to make me 
equal to the task. Surprisingly (to 
me, at any rate) I discovered this 
stage of army life to be an era of 
plenty. Love and affection bound 
in every letter from home; many 
strong cords of friendship soon 
spliced with men from scattered 
portions of the country, the rec-
reation of reading, good movies, 
and varied forms of athletics; 
plates heaped high with meats 
and vegetables-these were the 
things of plenty, in place of the 
expected want. Had not my 
prayer been more than answered? 
A foundation to bear up a falter-
ing confidence in both God and 
the world was under construc-
tion .... 
After the ship had left the har-
bor, carrying me away from the 
last faint outline of the American 
shore, the apprehension again 
rose. I was going into battle in a 
strange, probably unfriendly land. 
Though the privations suffered by 
the soldiers on Bataan were hardly 
a probability, I felt sure that the 
days of pleasant living were def-
initely over. I was convinced there 
would be numerous days when I 
would be cold and wet and miser-
able; untold times when I would 
be weighted down by a monoton-
ous life, barren of the accustomed 
joys of good food, relaxing rec-
reation, and comfortable living 
conditions. Even as I walked down 
the gangplank and took my first 
step on New Guinea soil, I was 
turning these thoughts over in my 
mind and silently praying to be 
strong enough to endure the com-
ing period "like a man." 
And then, there I was on that 
Sunday afternoon, basking in the 
melody of church music, still star-
ing at the top of the tent, peace-
fully relaxed in quiet meditation. 
In the past month I had lived 
in this strange, unfriendly land, 
where I was to have suffered from 
want. Only it had proved to be 
the opposite of "strange and un-
friendly." Here was fellowship on 
all sides in the pleasant, inviting 
attitude of the men surrounding 
me-in their ready assistance in 
any problem-in their mutual de-
sire to work as a team. Here was 
the satisfaction of doing an honest 
day's work; the relaxation of a 
good movie after a remarkably 
tasty supper; and the sweet con-
tentment of a sound night's sleep 
in comfortable quarters. Here was 
the delicious pause on a hot after-
noon to sip an ice-cold coke and 
the delightful gift of a wild, scenic 
view from the summit of a windy 
I 
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hill. Here was a Sunday devoted 
to thoughts of the Almighty God 
from the grateful and sincere 
hearts of strong, leathery fighting 
men. A life of want? Hardly. 
Is it any wonder then, as I 
rested that Sunday, on the eve of 
my division's invasion of the Jap-
held Philippines, that I contem-
plated the divine Providence of 
the "Great Keeper"? Small won-
der then that I fell off to sleep 
with a smile on my lips, with a 
palace of faith built in my being, 
with the song of the Psalmist re-
echoing in my heart: . . . "The 
Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not 
want . " 
Pain Unbound 
That monster, Pain, the dread of every age, 
That foe that man has fought at every mile, 
The enemy of joy, that imp of rage, 
Has been released by man to roam a while. 
And heartless Pain, with cutting, burning steel, 
Is tearing babies limb from limb! Man dies 
For Pain's delight. He knows each hurt men feel 
And uses each. Hot pain falls down from the skies. 
He prods a bleeding heart, or kills its hopes. 
He stabs at loneliness, he murders dreams; 
He numbs with fear and fosters doubt that gropes: 
Wild thirst, and hunger, cold, are all his themes. 
And Pain runs free till wars are under ban; 
The beast, released by man, has turned on man. 






INTRODUCING THE WATER 
MOLECULE 
k One of the commonest of all 
• the compounds of the ele-
ments, second only to the air in 
its prevalence and its indispens-
ability to life, is water. The small-
est particle of water, still retain-
ing the properties of water, is 
called a water molecule, which 
means simply a "little body." It 
is composed of two volumes of 
hydrogen gas combined with one 
volume of oxygen gas. Everybody 
knows the resultant symbol for 
water-H 20. Not everybody knows 
that igniting this mixture of the 
two gases may give rise to one of 
the most violent manifestations of 
energy, when the atoms are 
broken up under the influence of 
heat. This is what will happen. 
A laborer at a foundry is carrying 
a ladle full of molten iron from 
the furnace to a casting form. He 
spills a few ounces of the liquid 
on the floor. Immediately there is 
an explosion which destroys ma-
chinery within a radius of fifty 
feet and blows a hole through the 
roof •of the foundry. Of the man 
no trace is found. A "hydrogen 
explosion." There had evidently 
been a few drops of water in a 
slight depression of the cement 
floor. In the effect you can per-
ceive the astounding amount of 
energy locked up in the water 
molecule. 
Dr. Charles M. A. Stine, a di-
rector of industrial research, has 
written a tract "A Chemist and 
His Bible." In it he quotes this 
from Nature (The Macmillan 
Co.): 
The great bodies of water con-
sist of an inconceivably large num-
ber of molecules. The English sci-
entist, Aston, illustrates the size of 
the molecule and their num.ber 
somewhat as follows: Take a glass 
of water and label every molecule 
----------------------------------~1 
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in the glass of water so that they 
can be distinguished from one an-
other (if that were possible) , then 
pour this water into the ocean and 
wait until evaporation, winds, rains, 
rivers, and waves have thoroughly 
mixed these molecules with all the 
other water molecules over all the 
earth. Now take another glass of 
water from the ocean at random. 
How many of the original marked 
molecules in the original glass of 
water do you suppose your second 
glass of water would contain? Per-
haps you say one or two. Actually 
the answer is two thousand, for in 
one glass of water there are two 
thousand time~ as many molecules 
as there are glasses of water in the 
oceans. 
It is when water comes close to 
a gaseous state, as when it rises 
in the form of vapor, that the 
most marvelous properties of this 
compound are revealed. Every 
day, every moment, great masses 
of water rise into the air through 
the strange quality which makes 
water lighter than air when its 
molecules are sufficiently dis-
persed. The amounts that so rise 
are incalculable. The Amazon, the 
Mississippi, Niagara and Zambesi 
Falls are nothing by comparison. 
Hundreds of millions of tons 
every minute rising into the air 
without fuss or commotion, with-
out sound or any manifestation 
that can be perceived by us with 
our human senses, these huge 
quantities of water rise from the 
land and the sea into the air and 
by so doing make it possible for 
plants to grow, for animals and 
men to live. Behold the daily mir-
acle of the water molecule! 
William James once built a par-
able on the power of the mole-
cule. His words are: 
As for me, my bed is made: I am 
against bigness and greatness in all 
their forms, and with the invisible 
molecular forces that work from in-
dividual to individual, stealing in 
through the crannies of the world 
like so many soft rootlets, or like 
the capillary oozing of water, and 
yet rending the hardest monuments 
of man's pride, if you give them 
time. The bigger the unit you deal 
with, the hollower, the more brutal, 
the more mendacious is the life dis-
played. So I am against all big or-
ganizations as such, national ones 
first and foremost; against all big 
successes and big results; and in 
favor of the eternal forces of truth 
which always work in the individual 
in an immediately unsuccessful way, 
under-dogs always, till history comes 
after they are long dead and puts 
them on the top. 
~ 
LOSS IRREMEDIABLE 
~ It may well be that the great-
~ est loss the world suffered 
during the first world war was the 
death of a young Englishman, 
Henry Moseley, shot and killed 
instantly in the trenches in Gal-
lipoli in the summer of 1915. This 
young man at the age of twenty-
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seven had accomplished as nota-
ble a piece of research in physics 
as has appeared during the last 
seventy years. Mosely, by a com-
bination of the highest qualities 
of a scientist, had carried on re-
search on X-ray spectra of ele-
ments and for the first time estab-
lished that mathematical law 
which rules the elements, so that 
we now possess a complete series 
of different types of atoms from 
hydrogen to lead, i.e., from one to 
82, of which the physical world 
is built. It is in the cutting short 
of such careers that we must see 
the true nature of the loss which 
mankind experiences through the 
ruthless destruction so indiscrimi-
nately worked on our race by mili-
tary conflict. 
It cuts off the unborn progeny 
of genius and it is the most 
potent force in depriving us of 
the heritage of the past. 
In his report to the Rockefeller 
Foundation, Raymond B. Fosdick 
said in 1943: 
The progress of the war, particu-
larly in the Mediterranean area, is 
exposing historic monuments, works 
of art, books, manuscripts and other 
cultural treasures to peril such as 
they have not faced in any other 
war in two thousand years. High ex-
plosives and incendiary bombs, in-
discriminately used or employed 
without detailed knowledge of the 
targets, can in a few brief moments 
wreak more damage than all the cal-
culated destruction which the ar-
mies of the Goths and the Vandals 
could accomplish in years. Each 
generation is the temporary trustee 
of the riches handed down from the 
past. The Acropolis in Athens, the 
monasteries of the Balkan countries, 
the churches in Rome, the paint-
ings in Florence, the vast architec-
tural and artistic wealth of all Italy 
-these treasures are an important 
portion of our cultural heritage. 
They are as much a part of the 
present as the poetry of Shake-
speare or the music of Beethoven; 
and if through our fault they are 
not also a part of the future, poster-
ity will brush aside any explanation 
which this generation can make. 
The Caliph Omar achieved a du-
bious immortality when his troops 
burned the library at Alexandria; 
and the Fourth Crusade-a "holy 
crusade"-is remembered today only 
because it resulted in the destruc-
tion of the priceless art of Constan-
tinople. 
Well-spoken, though recent 
criticism seems to absolve the 
Caliph Omar from the charge of 
having destroyed the heritage of 
Greek and Roman literature. But 
it has been effectively destroyed 
by others, and invariably the pre-
cious vellums and papyri went up 
in smoke as military might raked 
the churches, libraries, and mu-
seums. By a futile effort the Ger-
mans carried twenty boxes filled 
with Goethe manuscripts into a 
salt mine. How about the untold, 
unclassified, uncataloged masses 
of historical records that have 
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perished in the 245 great German 
cities that were wrecked by the 
bombers? To this add the wreck-
age of England and Holland, and 
the ruthless pillage and wanton 
destruction of libraries and mu-
seums during the occupancy of 
Poland, Czechoslovakia, and 
\'Vestern Russia by the Nazi ar-
mies. 
When Tholuck wrote his His-
tory of Rationalism, some hun-
dred years ago, he referred in his 
introduction to "the great un-
touched treasures in the archives 
of Hamburg." They have re-
mained untouched, and today 
Hamburg is a wilderness. 
The Bulletin of the American 
Association for the Advancement 
of Science (Vol. 3· No. 12) quotes 
from the Neue Schweizer Rund-
schau, Zurich, and from the 
Svensk Bokhandelstidning, two 
magazines devoted to the book 
trade, regarding the destruction 
wrought on December 3, 1943, 
when Allied air forces, following 
an attack about two months ear-
lier, dropped 1,500 tons of bombs 
in twenty-five minutes on the 
heart of J,.eipzig, Germany. Now, 
Leipzig is a great business and 
manufacturing center in the heart 
of Germany from which eight 
railroads radiate in various direc-
tions. To destroy its munitions 
factories and to cripple its trans-
portation systems are regarded as 
legitimate military measures. But 
I 
in no other country has there 
been such a concentration of the 
production and selling of the 
works of scholars as in Leipzig. 
Before the rise of Hitler there 
were in its area known as "Book 
City" about 550 publishers, 320 
booksellers, and more than 150 
concerns doing both publishing 
and selling. Each year 'the In-
ternational Book Fair' held in 
Leipzig made this city preeminent 
in the book business and the in-
dustry for which it was best 
known not only in Germany but 
among scholars everywhere. From 
Swiss reports it appears that about 
go per cent of Book City was de-
stroyed, including not only books 
and manuscripts but also types, 
prints, stereotype plates, printing 
presses and printing stocks of all 
kinds, although it is probable that 
much of such things had been re-
moved to places of safety. It is 
likely, too, that a considerable 
fraction of the skilled personnel 
formerly employed in the print-
ing and publishing business in 
Leipzig. has been lost in the war. 
We think of such things when 
we speak of the end of an era of 
civilization, as we contemplate the 
non-political effects of the second 
world war. This is destruction 
without remedy, and without com-
pensation except in a military 
way. The hands that kindled such 
a conflict make the destruction of 
the temple of Diana of Ephesus 
~------------~----------~----
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by a pyromaniac and the ravages 
of Egyptian culture by the Mo-
hammedans appear trifling affairs 
by comparison. The man or 
woman does not live that has suf-
ficient imagination to compre-
hend what values have been de-
stroyed by the insanities of Hitler 
and Mussolini. 
SYNTHETIC STARS 
.A, And now we turn to matters 
• of real importance, to the 
subject which is sufficient excuse 
for wire, radio, and telegraph tolls 
beyond computation-the activi-
ties of our Hollywood menagerie. 
Here is a rotogravure page of the 
Sunday paper of any American 
metropolis you may mention, and 
it is made up of action shots of 
the Southern California colony of 
movie stars. Star X is shown with 
his third wife, contemplating an 
oyster on the half shell. Star XX 
is making an "apparently witty 
remark" to the waiter who is serv-
ing a martini to the new star, 
Millie Something or Other. A 
page of this, and we are expected 
to be entertained, amused, deeply 
interested in the manner in which 
the screen actors and actresses 
wipe their chins with the napkin 
and light their cigarettes. 
There are a few things worse 
than these action photographs of 
our Hollywood Great. For one 
thing, there is the motion picture 
of which the plot is based on the 
success of a poor kid from Oska-
loosa, Iowa, who dreams of being 
successor to America's Sweetheart 
and who in spite of truculent op-
position of jealous rivals, succeeds 
in climbing the height of fame imd 
in the final scene is shown at the 
head of a huge stairway in a blaze 
of light surrounded by adoring 
fellow artists. It seems that on 
our semi-annual visit to the mo-
tion picture we never fail to run 
into one of these plays which 
exalt the career of a motion pic-
ture artist as the height of 
all legitimate human ambition. 
These plays make me ill. 
But there is something still 
worse. It is the column conducted 
by every big-town paper, and 
often syndicated to the small-town 
sheets, of a reporter who spends 
his time picking up gossip at Hol-
lywood and sending it red hot 
over the wires to satisfy the inter-
est of the newspaper reader in the 
doings of the motion picture col-
ony. We don't doubt for one min-
ute that these correspondents are 
heavily subsidized by the industry 
and that the interest shown in 
the stars of moviedom is an arti-
ficial product by no means result-
ing from the artistic merits of the 
American motion picture. Prob-
ably not so many of the readers 
of THE CRESSET indulge in these 
columns, but here is a sample 
I 
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which will give them an idea of 
wha~ we mean: 
Phyllis Thaxter will have a prob-
lem on her hands and a big decision 
to make when her husband comes 
home from the wars. Capt. James 
Aubrey, who married Phyllis after 
a blind date and a whirlwind court-
ship, lives and works in Chicago 
and wants to resume there after the 
war. When I talked with Phyllis a 
few weeks ago, I said, "Does that 
mean you will give up pictures 
when the war is over?" "I don't 
know," she replied. ''I'm trying not 
to think of that yet. I'm sure it will 
all work out all right." 
Notice the various artificialities 
by which the far-off worship of the 
screen celebrity (we assume Mrs. 
Thaxter is that) is being induced. 
The glamorous thing, won in a 
"whirlwind courtship'' -con de-
scending to be talked with by a 
common newspaper reporter-and 
he may call her by her first name! 
Then the synthetic emotionalism 
about the dread possibility that 
Phyllis may "give up pictures"-
the drama tic suspense which 
leaves us with a gnawing fear that 
Phyllis may leave pictures-still 
a ray of hope-"It'll work out all 
right" -though we are "trying not 
to think of it"-and we don't have 
to try so very hard. 
Award 
Leave the laurel shining 
On the branch to be touched 
By wind and cooled with rain. 
Laurel withers in a wreath. 
Crown me 
For no song I sang. 
Praise me 
For no word or note. 
Leave the laurel shining. 
It is enough 
That the song was rain 
On a thirsty heart 
Or wind to whisper things. 
Laurel withers in a wreath. 
-HELEN MYRTIS LANGE 
k AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Some Treasured Recordings 
BY WALTER A. HANSEN 
h Many of those who have the 
• · forbearance to wade through 
Music and Music Makers month 
in and month out have asked me 
to devote a series of articles to a 
considerption of some of my favor-
ite recordings. I am particularly 
glad to accede to their wish; for 
I am convinced from the soles 
of my feet to the crown of my 
head that it is impossible to place 
too much emphasis upon the great 
and lasting service which the art 
of recording has rendered to mu-
sic. My own extensive library of 
discs means more to me than I 
can tell. It gives me relaxation as 
well as much-needed instruction. 
In fact, recordings have taught me 
as much about masterpieces, near-
masterpieces, and downright 
abominations as I have absorbed 
from books, articles, and concerts. 
After all, music can say nothing 
to you or to me unless it has a 
chance to be heard. One can read 
hundreds of pages about Beetho-
ven's monumental Eroica Sym-
phony} for example, without ac-
tually knowing the Eroica Sym-
phony; but when one has oppor-
tunities to listen to the majestic 
work again and again, the great 
outpouring really accomplishes its 
potent purpose thoroughly. 
I intend to write in a helter-
skelter fashion about some of the 
discs that have bestowed number-
less blessings upon me in the 
course of many years, and I can 
think of no better way to begin 
than by saying a few words about 
three recordings of the Eroica. 
Naturally, my own unbounded 
fondness for that towering master-
piece which came from the heart 
and the brain of the mighty 
Beethoven impels me to number 
it among the greatest works of all 
time. Wise men and wise women 
tell us that comparisons usually 
refuse pointblarlk to walk on all 
fours; but in spite of all the un-




"Art thou a luutb-a vast assembly of the hero dead-
Or art thou Chtn-ch and Howe of Living God? 
The blessed hope and dream of these late years 
ShalljJrove it shrine and hero bed 
And cherished place of jJYayer for all." 
T
HE name "Westminster Abbey" is shortened from the fuller 
phrase, "Westminster Abbey Church"; the Church, that is, 
of the Abbey of Westminster. Up to the year 1540, in the reign 
of Henry VIII, the "Abbey," as it is called today, was the 
church of a great Benedictine Monastery. These monasteries 
were called abbeys from being ruled by abbOLs (from the old 
Syriac word for "father"), just as those ruled by pr!ors were 
called priories. 
For a very brief part of its history ( 1540 to 1550) this church 
was a cathedral but for the most part it remained independent. 
The earliest record of a church on this hallowed spot comes 
from 6o6 A.D. The present church was opened for service in 
1269 and was the successor of one which was consecrated in 
1065. 
For centurie~ the kings of England have counted it a signal 
honor to be crowned beneath this roof, within a few yards of 
the dust of the great English hero-king, Edward, the Confessor. 
Since he had been canonized by the Pope in 1163 it was a privi-
lege to be buried near these saintly ashes. 
For three centuries Parliaments frequently met in the stately 
Chapter House, the cradle of the parliamentary government of 
England and her colonies. Now the Abbey is famous for its 
coronations and great days of thanksgiving. It is to be hoped 
that the damage under the historic "Blitz" was not too severe. 
A:lALR1:.R"r R. KRF.TZM \NN 
The two historical founders of Westminster 




The High Altar of the Abbey Church. 
I 
The Choir of the Abbey Church, looking west. 
____ ,I 
The Warriors' Chapel in the Southwest Tower. 
The Altar of the Henry VII Chapel. 
The Coronation Choir with the Bethel Stone. 
The Bethel Stpne, upon which by tradition, Jacob rested his 
head at Bethel, which now rests under the Coronation Chair. 
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trite axiom I like to think of the 
Eroica as embodying all the sim-
plicity and all the clarity to be 
found in Homer coupled with all 
the substance characteristic of the 
works of Shakespeare. And bear 
in mind, please, that one need 
not be versed in the ins and outs 
of harmony, counterpoint, and in-
strumentation to feel the beauty 
and the majestic power of the 
Eroica, just as one need not be 
a poet to realize the abiding great-
ness of Homer or Shakespeare. 
Art at its best is imbued with the 
magical potency which enables it 
to accomplish its purpose without 
rubbing its purely technical as-
pects under our noses. To say 
this is by no means tantamount 
to declaring that no listener 
should at any time or in any cir-
cumstances look with disdain 
upon the elements that are part 
and parcel of craftsmanship; but 
it is of vital importance to point 
out to all and sundry that one 
can come completely under the 
spell of the sorcery incorporated 
in the Eroica without having even 
a scrap of knowledge about the 
mechanics of composition. Just as 
one can tell time without know-
ing how a clock is made, so one 
can thoroughly enjoy a great sym-
phony like the Eroica without be-
ing initiated into an understand-
ing of what makes it tick. Is it 
necessary to be a philologian to 
enjoy Hamlet? Must one be a 
musicologist to enjoy the Eroica? 
No. 
I have derived much edification 
from a recording of the Eroica as 
played by the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra under Serge Koussevit-
zky (Victor Album 263). The 
reading is virile and lucid; the 
playing is superb. In like man-
ner, I have absorbed pleasure and 
instruction without stint from a 
performance of the Eroica by the 
New York Philharmonic - Sym-
phony Orchestra under Bruno 
Walter (Columbia Album 449) . 
To my thinking, Walter is one 
of the ablest of the important 
Beethoven exponents of our time. 
I am thrilled by the clarity with 
which he lets the wonderfully 
made fourth movement-one of 
the most magnificent sets of vari-
ations ever written-have its over-
powering say. Nevertheless, I cast 
my most enthusiastic vote for the 
lucid and energetic reading pre-
sented by the NBC Symphony Or-
chestra under Arturo Toscanini 
(Victor Album 765). 
h Every listener has favorites 
,;- among ,the outstanding con-
ductors. Some declare without hes-
itating for a single moment that 
Toscanini is without a peer, some 
look upon Koussevitzky as the 
greatest of all, some consider Wal-
ter the ablest, some give a palm 
to Leopold Stokowski, some 
prefer Eugene Ormandy to all 
1,~~--~-~---
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other conductors, some call Sir 
Thomas Beecham the kingpin, 
some extol Artur Rodzinski at 
the expense of all his confreres, 
some vote for Dimitri Mitro-
poulos, and some are inclined to 
crown Pierre Monteux as supreme 
ruler. Well, it is good to have 
preferences and to stand up for 
those preferences boldly, empha-
tically, and volubly; but it is far 
more important to realize that 
one cannot measure the ability 
of musicians with so common-
place a tool as a yardstick. Even 
a slide rule is bound to leave us 
in the lurch if we are rash enough 
to use it as an instrument for try-
ing to determine the relative abil-
ity of artists. 
Do I prefer Toscanini's reading 
of the Eroica to Walter's and 
Koussevitzky's because I consider 
Toscanini the greatest conductor 
in the world? No. I yield to no 
one in my admiration of Tosca-
nini. He is a great artist; but one 
does him no honor by saying with 
glib cocksureness that he is the 
greatest of all. As a matter of fact, 
there is no greatest conductor, at 
no time has there been a greatest 
conductor, and, in all likelihood, 
there will never be a greatest con-
ductor. One star on the musical 
firmament differs from every other 
star in glory. 
You and I must "reason out" 
such statements for ourselves and 
in our own way. You are bound 
to disagree violently with me at 
times, and I am sure to have 
some opinions that are radically 
different in every detail from 
those espoused by you. I, for ex-
ample, do not, as a rule, look 
with enthusiastic favor upon Tos-
canini's readings of Brahms and 
Schubert; for I believe that he 
has a pronounced tendency to 
Rossiniize much of the music writ-
ten by those two masters. I con-
fess that I do not like the curious 
verb "Rossiniize"; but at the pres-
ent moment I grope in vain for 
a better expression. Maybe I 
should say "Italianize." 
l\ \'\lhenever one discusses what 
•. I call Toscanini's tendency to 
Rossiniize, or Italianize, the music 
of Brahms and Schubert, the fur 
begins to fly. Some critics are on 
my side heart, soul, and breeches; 
others think I am guilty of a woe-
ful lack of understanding. I have 
heard more than one outstanding 
musician declare in all bluntness 
that T oscanini Rossiniizes the 
Eroica. I disagree. Why? Because 
I am sure in my own mind that 
the driving energy with which 
Toscanini imbues his perform-
ance of Beethoven's great work is 
entirely in order and to the point. 
He does not resort to Rossiniza-
tion in an effort to set forth the 
power and the glory of the sym-
phony. Some musicians, however, 
believe that there must be a gen-
--~' 
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erous measure of, let us say, Vien-
nese Gemutlichkeit in perform-
ances of the Eroica. Such a state-
ment leaves me as cold as a dog's 
snout. 
Since the recording of Tosca-
nini's reading of the Eroica was 
made while an audience was pres-
ent, a few coughs and other ex-
traneous sounds have been en-
graved on the discs. Besides, the 
individual records sometimes end 
where, in normal circumstances, 
one would not like to have them 
end. Perhaps minor flaws of that 
nature-if it is proper to speak 
of them as flaws-will disturb you. 
They do not bother me at all. 
1'\ I prefer the performance giv-
fJ · en under the driving direc-
tion of Toscanini; but I should be 
loath to part with the readings of 
Walter and Koussevitzky. Why? 
Because I consider it important 
to hear great works of music pre-
sented by outstanding artists who, 
in this or that respect, have vary-
ing opinions as to the proper way 
of performing those works. When, 
for example, I hear Rudolf Fir-
kusny or Alexander Brailowsky 
play the Etudes of Chopin, I real-
ize that their way of expounding 
the marvelous beauty contained 
in the Pole's magnificent composi-
tions is not at all similar in every 
detail to, let us say, Vladimir 
Horowitz' manner of performing 
those exquisite little tone poems. 
Another pearl of great price in 
my library of recordings is the 
performance of Sergei Prokofieff's 
Concerto No. 2, in G Minor, for 
Violin and Orchestra, Op. 63 by 
J ascha Heifetz and the Boston 
Symphony Orchestra under Kous-
sevitzky (Victor Album 450). 
There are two reasons why I 
treasure this album. In the first 
place, it exemplifies Heifetz' artis-
try at its best and gives abounding 
proof of the extraordinary ability 
of Koussevitzky; in the second 
place, it proves to me with all 
the conclusiveness I shall ever 
need that Prokofieff is one of the 
truly great composers of today. As 
a matter of fact, I look upon his 
Concerto No. 2 for Violin and 
Orchestra as one of the few abid-
ing masterpieces in the field it 
represents. Yes, I, too, have heard 
sneering condemnations of Pro-
kofieff. Some say that he strives 
in the sweat of his brow to be 
unique. Those who, for one rea-
son or another, set their faces like 
steel against everything that is not 
wholly in accord with sacrosanct 
laws and rules declare that Pro-
kofieff is an apostle of cacophon-
ous anarchy. Have they ever list-
ened intently to the hauntingly 
beautiful slow movement of his 
second concerto for the violin-
the movement with a grippingly 
expressive role assigned to the solo 
instrument and a deftly contrived 
ostinato figure in the orchestral 
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part? Perhaps the unusual rhythms 
in portions .of the concerto dis-
turb and enrage the Prokofieff 
baiters; but is not life itself full 
to overflowing of unusual 
rhythms? In my own wholly un-
important opinion, much of the 
music written by Shostakovitch is ' 
an invaluable gift to the world at 
large; but I make bold to con-
clude that Prokofieff has more to 
say than Shostakovitch. Will the 
Leningrad Symphony last as long 
as Prokofieff's Classical Sym-
phony? I wonder. 
I have no way of knowing how 
many students of music regard 
Jean Sibelius' Symphony No. 4, 
in A Min or, Op. 63 as one of the 
most significant symphonies to 
come into being since the days of 
Brahms; but I can find no valid 
reason for hesitating to state with 
all the emphasis at my command 
that I myself am one of those 
who hold steadfastly and unflinch-
ingly to that view. Sibelius, like 
Prokofieff, is a rugged individual-
ist. I realize, of course, that indi-
vidualism in itself does · not, of 
necessity, make for genuine great-
ness; but I know at the same time 
that outstanding individualism is 
by no means the one and only 
salient characteristic of Sibelius' 
writing. I find burning eloquence 
and unforgettable beauty in the 
mighty Finn's FouTth. I find those 
qualities in the thematic material, 
in the harmonic devices, in the 
rhythm patterns, and in the in-
strumentation. Stokowski and the 
Philadelphia Orchestra present an 
excellent reading of the work 
(Victor Album 16o); but I pre-
fer the performance given by the 
London Philharmonic Orchestra 
under Sir Thomas Beecham (Vic-
tor Album 446). 
Some devotees of music look 
upon Sibelius' music with all the 
impassivity contained in a pailful 
of icecold lard and hail the works 
of Prokofieff with redhot enthusi-
asm. In like manner, some excori-
ate the compositions written by 
the agile-brained Russian and 
laud the Finn to the skies. Then 
there are those who, like myself, 
welcome the music of both com-
posers with open arms and con-
sider it · worthy in every way of 
unstinted praise. Recordings have 
helped me make up my mind. 
They will be of equal assistance 
to you even though your conclu-
sions may be totally different from 
mine. (TO BE CONTINUED) 
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RECENT RECORDINGS 
SCENES FROM WAGNER OPERAS. 
"Love Duet," from Tristan und 
Isolde, sung by Lauritz Melchior 
and Kirsten Flagstad with the San 
Francisco Symphony Orchestra un-
der Edwin McArthur. "Lohengrin's 
Narrative," from Lohengrin, by 
Melchior and the Philadelphia Or-
chestra under Eugene Ormandy. 
"Rome Narrative" and "Hymn to 
Venus," from Tannhii.user, "Ham-
mer Song" from Siegfried, "Steuer-
mannslied.'' from The Flying 
Dutchman, by Melchior and the 
Victor Symphony Orchestra under 
Mr. McArthur.-The great Heiden-
tenor is at his best, and the record-
ing is superb. Victor Album 979· 
$5·78. 
JoHANNES BRAHMS. Piano Concerto 
No. 2, in B Flat Major. Vladimir 
Horowitz and the NBC Symphony 
Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini. 
A thrilling performance. Toscan-
ini does not Rossiniize Brahms in 
this reading. Victor Album 740. 
$5-78. 
I, __ 
JACQUES OFFENBACH. Overture to Or-
pheus in Hades. The Detroit Sym-
phony Orchestra under Karl Krue-
ger.-Detroit's recently reorganized 
orchestra gives a sparkling reading 
of this tuneful composition. Vic-
tor disc 11-8761. $1.05. 
HECTOR BERLIOZ. Harold in Italy. 
The Boston Symphony Orchestra 
under Serge Koussevitzky with Wil-
liam Primrose, violist.-This is 
the first post-ban recording of a 
major work. The excellent per-
formance does full justice to the 
skilfully scored and much-neglected 
composition. Victor Album 989. 
$5·78. 
EovARD GRIEG. "The Last Spring." 
PETER lLYICH TCHAIKOVSKY. 
"Waltz," from Serenade for String 
Orchestra, Op. 48. The Boston 
Orchestra under Koussevitzky.-
The recording has captured all the 
brilliance of the famous orchestra's 
tone. Victor disc 11-8727. $1.05. 
READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE 
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER 
All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff 
------------~~~-----------------------------------------------
Clear-~ut Reasoning 
SOLUTION IN ASIA. By Owen 
Lattimore. Little, Brown and Com-
pany, Boston. 1945. 214 pages. 
.$2.00. 
E VERYONE interested in promoting peace, prosperity, and good will 
throughout the world should read 
and thoroughly digest the arguments 
and the conclusions set forth in 
Owen Lattimore's comprehensive 
study of the burning Asiatic question. 
The age-old theory that Asia and 
most of the inhabitants of Asia must 
be looked upon as the white man's 
burden is completely discredited and 
exploded in Solution· in Asia. The 
author, who was political adviser to 
Chiang Kai-shek from 1941 to 1942, 
then served as Director of Pacific 
Operations for the O.W.l., and, be-
fore the outbreak of World War II, 
had spent a great deal of time in the 
Far East. declares: 
Asia was for several centuries an area 
in which political history and the eco-
nomic fate of hundreds of millions of 
people were determined by things that 
happened somewhere outside of Asia. 
' We have now crossed over into a period 
in which things happening in Asia, 
opinions formed in Asia, and decisions 
made in Asia, will largely determine the 
course of events everywhere in the 
world. 
Mr. Lattimore points out that a 
continuation of imperialistic policies 
in Asia is bound to lead to endless 
dissatisfaction and trouble. The 
United States will be guil ty of a 
tragic mistake, he argues, if it lends 
its hand to a revival of sahib rule 
in the colonies. It will be necessary 
for Japan, a nation in which fascism 
has deeper roots than it ever had in 
Germany, to be purged of its over-
weening and self-seeking arrogance in 
the fires of a revolution from top to 
bottom. Otherwise the Nipponese, 
though conquered in the war, will 
bend every effort to revive the cut-
rate imperialism to which they have 
been addicted for many years. China, 
in particular, must be treated with 
wisdom and sympathetic understand-
ing, and Mr. Lattimore presents an 
invaluable analysis of the knotty Chi-
nese problems which must be studied 
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fore there can be an adjustment con-
ducive to the welfare of that vast 
country itself and to peaceful rela-
tions with the rest of the world. The 
Asiatic peoples are by no means babes 
in the woods; they have a far keener 
understanding of world-problems 
than the diehard advocates of the 
moth-eaten theory of the white man's 
burden are willing to concede. 
Mr. Lattimore says: 
Obtuse believers in the old myth that 
backward colonial peoples do not un-
derstand what politics is all about 
should look beyond the fact that colo-
nial possessions were lost to the Japa-
nese, and study the way in which they 
were lost. I do not see how it can be 
doubted that the colonial peoples 
proved their aptitude for political arith-
metic in adding up the score. The score 
was not exactly correct, because not all 
the facts were known to them; but with-
in the limits of their knowledge they 
computed very shrewdly. 
Solution in Asia is based on in-
cisive thinking and clear-cut reason-
ing. 
Anton and the Nazis 
THE BLUE DANUBE. By Ludwig 
Bemelmans. Illustrated by the Au-
thor. The Viking Press, New York. 
1945. 153 pages. $3.00. 
T HAT there are good Germans is a fact of which all of us are 
aware, but they are so overshadowed 
and downtrodden by the bad Ger-
mans that of late we have heard 
little of them. In The Blue Danube 
we meet some of the best of the good 
Germans. They are not only kind, 
gentle, and loving; they also have 
tremendous and fiery courage. This 
is true particularly of Old Anton, 
the pick of the lot. In happier days, 
Anton Fischer had owned the beer 
garden, "The Blue Danube," where 
friends met, songs were sung, and 
the word gemiitlich was often spoken. 
When our story opens, however, the 
Nazis are already firmly entrenched 
in Regensburg, and Anton has moved 
his family of two saintly sisters and 
a beautiful young niece to an island 
on the muddy, brown Danube. Here 
the family lives simply and not un-
happily, raising the juicy white 
radishes with which every true Re-
gensburger supplements his beer. 
The island has no legal existence, 
and Anton and his family might 
have escaped official displeasure ex-
cept for the pig. One fine day the 
pig floats down the Danube on a 
shed roof, past the extended um-
brella handle of the mayor and the 
grasping hands of the local Nazi 
hierarchy, and disembarks with dig-
nity on Anton's island to live happily 
with the Fischers. Unfortunately, the 
sight of a fat and contented pig root-
ing around the island arouses envy 
and greed in the hearts of the Gau-
leiter and the Assessor, and the Fisch-
ers are doomed. But before the gen-
tle family and the French prisoner 
who lives with them are "liquidated," 
old Anton wins a great moral vic-
tory. In a moment of glorious rage 
he strikes the Gauleiter in the face 
in the little beer garden before a 
deathly quiet but admiring audience. 
Ever after that, the magic words, 
"and then there was old Anton" 
keeps faith alive in the hearts of the 
good Germans. 
Although Old Anton's act of deli-
w 
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ance was the most overt, each inhabi-
tant of the island defies the Nazis in 
his own way. The timid sisters con-
tinue to sell their radishes after an of-
ficial peddler's license has been denied 
them; Leni and the French prisoner 
keep the required number of paces 
between them as long as the sun 
shines; and the staunch bishop of 
Regensburg, although not an islander, 
throws the protection of the Church 
over the family and their home. It 
is he who blesses the roast goose 
at Anton's secret homecoming, and 
who, although he cannot cause a 
divine miracle, puts to excellent use 
a man-made one. 
The story told in The Blue Danube 
is not a pleasant one, but it is told 
in so quaint a manner and with 
such tenderness and quiet humor that 
one does not feel the impact of its bit-
ter irony at once. The Gauleiter has 
a splendid, practically inspired plan 
for ruining the radish crop on Fischer 
island. The happy and innocent 
school children clamber down from 
the old rattletrap barge and dance 
gaily through the radish beds all day. 
In the t;vening the year's crop lies 
ruined, and the little children are 
too tired to fight very hard when 
the barge capsizes on its homeward 
voyage. Just as the screams of the 
last drowning child cease, the Bishop 
lands on the island with the statue 
of St. Christopher which is to stand 
on the island as a protection to 
the rivermen. 
Ludwig Bemelmans has a unique 
way of telling a story, whether he 
tells of super-sophisticates as he does 
in Hotel Splendide or of simple 
people as he does in this novelette. 
He has a heart-warming way of com-
bining a tragic story with tenderly 
humorous situations. One can but 
feel that, although Mr. Bemelmans 
often despairs of the human race, he 
has faith in and hope for the indi-
vidual. 
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
China at War 
THE VIGIL OF A NATION. By Lin 
Yutang. The John Day Co., New 
York. 1944-45· 256 pages and index. 
$2.75· 
I F you have been wondering why China has not played a more ac-
tive role in the Pacific theatre of 
World War II, read this latest report 
by China's ablest interpreter to the 
Western World, Lin Yutang. This 
vast sprawling, medieval nation has 
tried to bridge the gap between a 
17th Century and a 20th Century 
civilization in one great leap. The 
problems of such a conversion, even 
in peace-time, are tremendous, but in 
the midst of war, with all its urgency, 
its scarcities and inevitable domestic 
upheaval, they multiply beyond reck-
oning. And the sleeping dragon is 
certainly writhing as it attempts to 
change its face industrially, politi-
cally, educationally and socially. In 
addition China is beset by the peril 
of fratricidal civil war from within, 
as well as threatened by a determined 
foe from without. The Kuomintang 
and Chiang Kai-shek must face these 
difficulties and surmount them with 
neither the men nor the equipment 
to do the job. 
Lin Yutang paints a vivid picture 




May 1945 49 
in The Vigil of a Nation. His book 
is a blending of travelogue and criti-
cal observation. He does not hesitate 
to point out the errors of the present 
regime, even as he marvels at what 
the Central government has been 
able to accomplish. Perhaps his most 
important and significant contribu-
tion is the lengthy and thorough his-
tory of the Communist Party and its 
shameful self-interest in China's crisis. 
With the war against Japan reach-
ing an ever more critical stage. 
China's part also becomes more vital. 
For all who wish to understand her 
place in this United Nations effort, 
The Vigil of a Nation provides the 
necessary background. We venture to 
say that our diplomats would profit 
from its reading. Eight pages of 
photographs, taken on his tour of 
China, are included in the book. 
Oh, to Be in England 
NOW THAT APRIL'S THERE. By 
Daisy Neumann. J. B. Lippincott 
Company, Philadelphia. 1945. 244 
pages. $2.50. 
R ECEIVING its title from Browning's Oh, to be in England, 
Now that April's there, 
Daisy Neumann's third book but first 
novel tells the story of Angus and 
Winey (Winifred) Turner, the chil-
dren of an Oxford professor, who 
were sent to the United States when 
an invasion of England appeared im-
minent. In America the children 
spent three years with a Harvard 
professor whose primary duties con-
sisted of entertaining his family with 
picnics, hikes, the construction of 
model airplanes, and the operation 
and repair of an electric train. Oc-
casionally this idyllic existence was 
marred by a brief visit to the uni-
versity where the professor, accom-
panied by his children and their 
friends, observed an experiment. 
During his three year stay in this 
environment young Angus acquired 
more than a passing acquaintance 
with Charlie McCarthy, Joe Palooka, 
New England food, and American 
slang. During the same period adoles-
cent Winey gained an amazing in-
sight into professional psychology 
and acquired a sometimes alarming 
independence of thought and action 
which would not have been hers had 
she remained in England. 
The entire book is devoted to the 
returned children and to their dif-
ficulty in re-adjusting themselves to 
the English way of life. Her parents' 
conduct of the household irks Winey; 
she doesn't like English clothes, Eng-
lish boys and girls, and the curric-
ulum in English schools. Angus' dis-
likes are not as complex as those of 
his sister, but they nevertheless emo-
tionally disturb him so that he begins 
to wet the bed, a habit he lost under 
proper psychological treatment in 
America. 
Eventually both parents and chil-
dren make certain adjustments, and 
life becomes serene and beautiful. 
Somewhere in the Foreword Daisy 
Neumann states that her characters 
are "creatures of the imagination." 
Perhaps therein lies the primary de-
fect of the book; characters and situ-
ations are too unreal. Now that 
April's There could have been an 
interesting book, but the author 
missed fire. 
''~----------~--------~-----
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Democracy Analyzed 
THE CHILDREN OF LIGHT AND 
THE CHILDREN OF DARK-
NESS. By Reinhold Niebuhr. 
Charles Scribner's Sons, New York. 
1944. 190 pages. $2.00. 
R EINHOLD NIEBUHR, professor of Christian Ethics at Union Theo-
logical Seminary, is unquestionably 
one of the most profound thinkers of 
our time. He has gained an inter-
national reputation as a "crisis" the-
ologian; but he is also a social and 
political philosopher to be reckoned 
with. His recent two-volume series on 
The Nature and Destiny of Man 
represents one of the most significant 
contributions to the religious thought 
of the twentieth century. Whenever 
Dr. Niebuhr speaks, he is worth lis-
tening to. 
By the same token, The Children 
of Light and the Children of Dark-
ness is a book worth reading-and re-
reading. In it Dr. Niebuhr essays "a 
vindication of democracy and a cri-
tique of its traditional defense." He 
performs that task with consummate 
skill. "The children of light" he de· 
fines as "those who believe that self-
interest should be brought under the 
discipline of a higher law;" "the chil-
dren of darkness" are "the moral 
cynics, who know no law beyond their 
will and interest." Our democratic 
civilization, he avers, has been built 
by "foolish children of light" and the 
present war has brought this civiliza-
tion under its heaviest attack. 
Dr. Niebuhr levels some telling 
blows against the theory of man's nat-
ural goodness. Scouting the popular 
ideas that the existence of evil in the 
world is due to faulty social organiza-
tion or to economic maladjustment 
or to the lack of proper education, he 
asks how "an essentially good man 
could have produced corrupting and 
tyrannical political organizations or 
exploiting economic organizations." 
That is a poser for our Humanists. 
While he vindicates democracy as a 
way of life, Niebuhr nevertheless 
warns against carrying the democratic 
philosophy to an unwarranted ex-
treme. He says: 
To make a democratic society the end 
of human existence is a less vicious ver· 
sion of the Nazi creed. It is less vicious 
because democratic society allows criti· 
cism of its life and pretensions. It is 
thereby prevented from becoming com-
pletely idolatrous. The creed is never-
theless dangerous b4!cause no society, not 
even a democratic one, is great enough 
or good enough to make itself the final 
end of human existence. 
He favors international coopera-
tion, of course, but he shows no en-
thusiasm for, or confidence in, a 
world super·state. He is afraid-and 
rightly so, we hold-of the artificiality 
of such an arrangement, and he pro-
ceeds to demonstrate its utter lack of 
historical realism: 
While a single sovereignty may be the 
final and indispensable instrument of a 
common community, it is not possible to 
achieve unity by the power of govern· 
ment alone. Government may be the 
head of the body, which without a sin· 
gle head could not be, or become, a 
single body; but it is not possible for a 
head to create a body. The communities 
of the world, imperial and national, 
which have achieved a high degree of 
integration , all have had some core of 
------~-------~1 
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ethnic homogeneity, though various and 
heterogeneous elements may be on the 
periphery. They have also been bound 
together by particular and unique cul-
tural forces and by the power of a com-
mon tradition and of common experi· 
ences .... Idealists are wrong in assum-
ing that this process (e.g., the develop-
ment of the British Commonwealth) is 
infinitely extensible until the govern-
ment of the world is finally achieved. 
He therefore concludes: 
This is why the transition from a par-
ticular to a universal community is a 
more difficult step than is usually as-
sumed. It is a step different not merely 
in degree from those which have marked 
the development of larger and larger 
communities in the history of mankind. 
It is different in kind. It is in fact so 
completely different that we cannot be 
certain that it is a step within the possi-
bilities of history. 
The Christian faith, maintains Nie-
buhr, is basic for the solution of the 
historic problems that lie before us. 
This faith must have its social appli-
cation; it must find expression in "a 
sense of moral responsibility for the 
life and welfare of others." 
The world community, he con-
cludes-in true dialectic fashion-is at 
once mankind's final possibility and 
impossibility: 
The task of achieving it must be inter-
preted from the standpoint of a faith 
which understands the fragmentary and 
broken character of all historic achieve-
ments and yet has confidence in their 
meaning because it knows their comple-
tion to be in the hands of a Divine Pow-
er, whose resources are greater than 
those of men, and whose suffering love 
can overcome the corruptions of man's 
achievements, without negating the sig-
nificance of our striving. 
Inside Venezuela 
COCKS AND BULLS IN CARACAS. 
By Olga Briceno. Illustrated by 
Kay Peterson Parker. Houghton 
Mifflin Company, Boston. 1945. 161 
pages. $2.75. 
I N an appealing foreword to Cocks and Bulls in Caracas Olga Briceno 
declares: 
At this tragic moment of history it is 
almost a moral obligation for people to 
look each other straight in the eyes, and 
to see other men and countries in their 
true colors. 
This book is the life of a Venezuela 
family. The family being the nucleus of 
a society and society being the nucleus 
of a country, the reader will certainly 
know more about Venezuela after he has 
known the Bricefios. It is our life, simple 
and complex, sad or gay, superficial or 
dramatic, just the way it has been. I 
hope you like us. 
Yes, the reader is sure to like 
the Bricenos, their friends, and their 
relatives. Miss Briceno's informal and 
sympathetic account of her country-
men offe'rs an intimate glimpse into 
a mode of life which, through the 
centuries, remained simple, gracious, 
and unhurried. Recently Venezuela, 
too, has felt the effects of a global 
war. 
New winds seem to be stirring in the 
most secluded patios .... What is com-
ing next? Venezuela, my Venezuela, is a 
land of youth and laughter. We shall 
not cease to laugh if we learn also to 
see all around us a little more deeply. 
If we should succeed, for instance, in 
closing the circuit between rich material 
resources that have so far benefited none 
but the wealthy and the noble visions of 
a Bolivar that have so far eluded the 
grasp of all classes alike, we would have 
something real to laugh about. 
~-~~---
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Olga Briceiio has had an interest-
ing and colorful career. For three 
years she was Venezuela's Cultural 
Delegate to the United States. She 
has studied in Madrid, Lausanne, 
Paris, at the Jersey Ladies' College 
in the Channel Islands, and, more re-
cently, at Columbia University. She 
has served as correspondent for news-
papers in Europe, South America, 
and the United States and has lec-
tured on a wide variety of subjects in 
Europe, North Africa, and the Amer-
icas. 
Shall It Be Again? 
GERMANY BETWEEN TWO 
WARS: A Study of Propaganda 
and War Guilt. By Lindley Fraser. 
Oxford University Press, London, 
New York, and Toronto. 1945. 
184 pages. $2.50. 
I s it right and proper for anyone to rejoice now that Germany is 
reaping a whirlwind of unspeakable 
disaster as a result of the policies 
and the actions of Adolf Hitler and 
his misguided adherents? Would it 
not be infinitely more helpful for 
the countries that are now inflicting 
a horrible defeat upon the Third 
Reich to scrutinize anew and to 
ponder dispassionately and with par-
ticular studiousness the reasons why 
almost every country in the world 
was drawn into the most terrible war 
of history and why the German na-
tion, which has made such fine con-
tributions to culture and civilization, 
was misled by short-sighted and self-
seeking men to pursue a course that 
has led it to utter destruction? 
Lindley Fraser is an Englishman, 
and he wrote Germany Between Two 
Wars because the British Govern-
ment asked him to do so; but even 
a confirmed Anglophobe would be 
constrained to admit that the book 
is neither acrimonious nor venomous 
in character. The author, who is an 
unusually able writer and an econ-
omist of note, has bent every effort 
to be objective in his analysis of 
the principles and the practices of 
National Socialism. Naturally, he con-
demns the movement lock, stock, and 
barrel; but he does so without re-
sorting to persiflage or to wild and 
wholly unjustifiable accusations. 
Since Germany Between Two Wars 
is, in more than one respect, an of-
ficial publication-a publication 
which is to be distributed in Ger-
many after the cessation of hostilities, 
men and women who see red when-
ever Great Britain is mentioned will 
undoubtedly be inclined to brush it 
aside without further ado as clever 
and insidious British propaganda. If 
they resort to such a verdict, they will 
be doing a tragic disservice to them-
selves as well as to the cause of 
world-peace; for the analyses, the 
arguments, and the conclusions set 
forth in Mr. Fraser's excellent book 
are worthy in every way of painstak-
ing study and conscientious consider-
ation. What the author has to say is 
based neither on a glorification of 
Britain nor on hatred for Germany 
but on the careful examination of im-
portant and far-reaching trends and 
events in Europe since World War I. 
Mr. Fraser rejects the Hitlerian 
contention that Germany was not de-
feated on the field of battle in 1918 
but was stabbed in the back. Fur-
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thermore, he devotes much space to 
a consideration of Woodrow Wilson's 
famous Fourteen Points and con-
cludes that it is utterly wrong for 
Germany to claim that she laid down 
her arms because she was misled or 
tricked by those Fourteen Points. In 
The Memoirs of Prince Max of Baden 
it is explicitly stated, "The Supreme 
Command probably saw in Wilson's 
Fourteen Points a mere collection of 
phrases which a skilful diplomacy 
would be able to interpret at the con-
ference table in a sense favorable to 
Germany." Mr. Fraser speaks in de-
tail about the good and the evil in-
herent in the Treaty of Versailles, 
about the reparations which Germany 
was asked to pay after World War I, 
about the clever tactics of Hitler, 
about the curious racial theories pro-
pounded by the Nazis, and about the 
reasons for the outbreak of World 
War II. His book deserves a wide 
circulation. The author declares: 
The object of the stab-in-the-back 
legend, of the continuing-blockade leg-
end, of the Fourteen Points legend, of 
the reparations, inflation, and world· 
slump legends was to convince the ordi· 
nary German that he had been mon-
strously ill-used by envious and unscru· 
pulous foreigners and that it was his 
right and duty to avenge himself. The 
object of the glorification of war as a 
propaganda theme was to reconcile him 
to the idea that the best if not the only 
way of avenging himself was by the 
sword. 
Germany Between Two Wars, says 
Mr. Fraser, "has been written in the 
belief that, by studying what the Na-
tional Socialists said and did in the 
past, one can forearm oneself against 
what their successors will say and do." 
For the benefit of those who speak 
ever so glibly about Wilson's Four-
teen Points without actually knowing 
what they contained and advocated, 
the complete text of that important 
document is given in the Appendix 
together with the modifications intro· 
duced by the Allies. 
A WarisaWar 
WARS I HAVE SEEN. By Gertrude 
Stein. Random House, New York. 
1945. 259 pages. $2.50. 
O NCE when this reviewer was tour-ing a steel mill one of the metal-
lurgists exclaimed: "If you're in Eng· 
lish, tell me about Gertrude Stein! 
I've read several of her books and 
I like her, but I'm not sure I under-
stand her." 
For thirty years now this literary 
innovator, who has been described 
as fundamentally a Hausfrau, has 
been the subject of excited discus-
sions. Probably what has saved her 
from being discarded by the multi· 
tude as just another member of the 
"lunatic fringe" is the impression she 
gives of flinty common sense. 
The style of Wars I Have Seen, 
however, need frighten no one away. 
In fact, the style is very simple. The 
diction is homely; one of Miss Stein's 
purposes as a literary reformer has 
been to do away with the pretentious-
ness of the "journalistic" style. The 
sentences differ from ordinary writ· 
ing in that there is little subordina-
tion, connective material is often 
omitted, and the punctuation is 
sparse. These techniques are intended 
to enable the writer to be true to 
the chain-of-consciousness, the more 
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or less random sequence of ideas that 
flow through the meditating mind. 
And since this book is a record of 
Miss Stein's meditation in regard to 
events in France during the last two 
years of the war, the style is appro· 
priate. 
As for Miss Stein's hard sense, 
surely her thoughts are often distinc-
tive, and she often perceives the ex-
planatory fact under surface incon-
gruities. But is she the sage she would 
have us believe? The analyst dis-
covers that everything implies its op-
posite, and the mystic discovers that 
opposites are reconciled on another 
plane; but some of Miss Stein's rec-
onciliations might be attained of 
facility. One suspects occasionally 
that he is being bludgeoned into ad-
miring profundities that are merely 
verbal. Probably many statements are 
inserted not as credos but as devices 
for joggling lazy minds. Undoubtedly 
Miss Stein does have a good fund 
of sense. 
She is able, therefore, to appreciate 
the famous bon sens franfais, and the 
best material in the book concerns 
the triumph of this trait of French 
character over the annoyances and 
tragedies of invasion and subjuga-
tion: 
... the farmers of Bilignin just before 
this war said that if they had to thrash 
the wheat with flails the way it used 
be done none of them would grow 
wheat .. . and now 1943, they are all 
thrashing their wheat with flails ... 
and they do it, not because tl:}ere are no 
machines . . . but if their wheat is 
thrashed by machine the government 
can control it, and if it is thrashed by 
flail, each man when and where he likes, 
instead of all together with a machine 
why of course some of it can get kept 
can get hidden can get eaten ... 
It is a miracle that never ceases to 
amaze me, a father and mother not very 
strong with a very aged parent and one 
or two young children and the amount 
of food, of wheat, of wine, of brandy, of 
potatoes of vegetables of cows and goats 
of butter and milk, of pigs and chickens 
and ducks and geese and oxen and food 
for all these animals and for themselves, 
the amount of food that these five or six 
people can produce in a year and not 
working very hard ... 
The wry comedies of the situation, 
the waste, the unnaturalness of a war, 
the persistence of human life-Miss 
Stein presents these in a sort of me-
dieval tapestry. Many of the figures 
are repetitious; the spaces are all 
filled in, whether with valuable ma-
terial or not; but the effect of the 
whole is of realism and of plenty. 
The Mysterious Universe 
THE UNIVERSE AROUND US. By 
Sir James Jeans. The Macmillan 
Company. 1944. 297 pages. $3.75. 
PROFESSOR JEANS is a famous Eng-lish physicist and astronomer, now 
professor of astronomy in the Royal 
Institution. He is not only a great 
scientist but an able writer and in 
this work renders as plain as can be 
done without higher mathematics the 
theories which are now current re-
garding the structure and constitu-
tion of the universe. The first chap-
ter, comprising about one-third of the 
book, describes the heavenly bodies, 
particularly the distant groups of 
stars which make up the nebulae and 
galaxies. The immense distances 
which separate us from the other 
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galactic systerps are dwelt upon with 
much detail. Beautiful photographs 
accompany this section of the book. 
This is followed by a chapter on 
what is now known of the atom, and 
the remainder of the book again dis· 
cusses the stars, their movements, 
their constitution, and the future of 
the universe as it is viewed by nat-
ural science. An atheistic evolution-
ism characterizes certain sections of 
the book, an observation which is re-
inforced by the strange silence re-
garding the Supreme Being which is 
unbroken throughout a work describ-
ing the most majestic handiwork of 
an all-wise Creator. 
Cosmic extremes make up the con-
tents of this book. Stars with a lumi-
nosity of 350 million suns, and the 
electrons which whirl in their in-
finitesimal orbits around the core of 
the atom. Matter existing in nebulae 
with a density at least a million 
times lower than anything we can ap-
proach on earth, and in certain stars 
at a density nearly a million times 
greater. 
Temperatures from 5,8oo,ooo,ooo 
degrees plus, to a minus of 459 F. 
(below zero). 
There is a certain escape mech-
anism in the satisfaction and relaxa-
tion of us who are living in a world 
tortured by wars and conflicts, as 
we follow Sir James Jeans into the 
serene immensities of the outer uni-
verse. The reviewer has found him-
self one evening, after reading Chap-
ter One, taking a turn down the 
sidewalk and viewing the dim con-
stellations visible through a city at-
mosphere, and telling himself that 
all these wonders are filling the dark 
vault above us. The galactic systems 
-how can anyone ever have puny, 
trivial thoughts after a glance at these 
immensities, after this glimpse of the 
stupendous scale on which the uni-
verse is built? The inner planets with 
their distances of only twenty-five 
million miles or so, are but next door 
neighbors, living in our back yard, 
compared with the nearest of the 
fixed stars-a. million times as far 
away as the planet Venus. These 
figures no longer convey a definite 
picture to the mind. We begin to 
count in light years-the distance 
traversed by light, traveling at 186,-
ooo miles a second. 
For the exploration of these dis-
tances, we have the simple geometric 
law of the triangle, which permits 
one to estimate the height of a tri-
angle if one knows the base and 
the angle which the sides form with 
the base. But the fixed stars are so 
distant that even taking the earth's 
orbit as a base, the apparent path 
in the sky which a star at this dis-
tance describes in consequence of the 
earth's motion round the sun, is of the 
size of a pin-head two miles away. 
Since even our finest instruments 
are unable to measure angles at such 
a distance, an entirely new method 
for exploring the sky had to be dis-
covered. It is based on a study of 
the lines in the spectrum of the stars, 
seen through a spectroscope. The lines 
which the various elements display 
in the spectrum are sometimes seen 
displaced, and this displacement is 
proportionate to the distance of the 
nebulae from us. Sir James assures 
us that this works out very exactly 
and gives us results entirely trust-
~-~---~--
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worthy. In this way the speeds at 
which the fixed stars travel can be 
ascertained, and the telescope is able 
to penetrate 240 light years into 
space. The fainter nebulae on this 
computation seem to be a thousand 
million light years from us. At that, 
the universe with all its millions of 
stars is almost empty. Sir James illus-
trates the situation by taking all the 
specks of dust in London and spread-
ing them out to the right distances 
to represent the various stars in space. 
The average actual distances between 
specks of dust in London is a quite small 
fraction of an inch; to get our model to 
correct scale, this distance must be in-
creased to about a quarter of a mile, 
even when we are building the part 
which represents the crowded part of 
space round the sun. If we build our 
model in this way, we obtain a vivid 
picture of the emptiness of space .. Empty 
Waterloo Station of everything except 
six specks of dust, and it is still far more 
crowded with dust than space is with 
stars. This is true even of the compara· 
tively crowded region inside the galactic 
system; it takes no account of the im-
mense empty stretches between one sys· 
tern of stars and the next. The universe 
consists in the main not of stars but of 
desolate emptiness-inconceivably vast 
stretches of desert space in which the 
presence of a star is a rare and excep-
tional event. 
With this illustration must be com-
pared a statement that in a telescope 
of five-inch aperture nine million 
stars are visible. The galactic system 
(Milky Way) alone has hundreds of 
thousands of millions of stars-and 
there are millions of galaxies! 
An interesting feature is the mat-
ter of fact references to Einstein's 
theory of relativity. Sir James de-
clares that this theory has qualified 
as one of the ordinary working tools 
of astronomy. 
The other extreme in material 
measurements takes us to the wave 
length and the atom. A chapter is 
devoted to "exploring the atom." 
The picture which we receive from 
the physics texts regarding the atom 
is described without any unnecessary 
mathematical detail by Sir James. 
There is the electron revolving 
around its nucleus several thousand 
million million times every second, 
with a speed of hundreds of miles 
a second. At that, matter is practi-
cally vacant space. Six wasps flying 
around in Waterloo Station will rep-
resent the extent to which the atom 
is crowded with electrons-all the 
rest is emptiness. The smallness of 
these particles is understood only 
when it is remembered that a mole-
cule, usually made up of a large num-
ber of atoms, has a diameter of only 
a hundredth·millionth of an inch. 
Now, a pint of water contains enough 
molecules which, placed in line, 
would form a chain capable of en· 
circling the earth over 200 million 
times. Again, if a pint of water 
were broken up into its molecules 
and scattered over the whole land 
surface of the earth, there would be 
nearly 100 million molecules to every 
square inch of land. Add to this pic-
ture the fact that in ordinai-y air each 
molecule collides with some other 
molecule about 3,ooo million times 
every second, and you will ask 
whether these n"ature philosophers 
have more than speculation for these 
incomprehensible multiplications of 
-~---1 
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bodies, movements and velocities. 
The answer is that there is nothing 
in science more firmly grounded in 
rock-ribbed fact than these computa-
tions of atomic structure. As a re-
sult, your radio set brings you the 
news cast and the symphony pro-
gram. 
Atoms, spectra, waves, radiations, 
luminosities, colors, temperature, 
space, time, all combine to make up 
the physical world picture which ex-
tends from the planet earth to the 
extra-galactic nebulae, and which has 
amidst its complexities a unity rest-
ing on the mathematical harmonies 
disclosed by the higher physics. And 
in all this great mass of the universe 
our earth is the only body known to 
have the qualities that sustain-Life. 
The Great Challenge 
DEMOCRACY UNDER PRES-
SURE. By Stuart Chase. Twentieth 
Century Fund, New York. 1945. 
142 pages. $1.00. 
T HIS is the fourth in a series of six exploratory reports on postwar 
questions by the well-known econ-
omist, Stuart Chase, written for the 
Twentieth Century Fund under the 
general title "When the War Ends." 
This fourth volume is subtitled "Spe-
cial Interests vs. the Public Welfare" 
and is an examination of the various 
pressure groups-the "Me First boys" 
-who seek to protect their own in-
terest and investment regardless of 
the general welfare of the community. 
The consumer really takes a beating 
when Big Business, Big Labor and 
Big Agriculture descend upon Con-
gressmen and turn on the heat for 
legislation favoring them. "Free en-
terprise is about as dead and buried 
as "Fifty-four, forty or fight" in the 
face of the monopolistic practices that 
reach into every corner of commercial 
enterprise on the part of capital and 
labor alike. In order to provide even 
a semblance of check upon the vari-
ous monopolies that exist and to re-
strain their selfishness, Big Govern-
ment had to develop, for if the state 
is not bigger than the various con-
cerns and organizations which its 
laws protect and control, the con-
sumer is entirely at the mercy of the 
pressure groups. The author's anal-
ysis of this situation is carefully and 
methodically presented. He offers a 
ray of hope in a review of recent 
trends which reveal that business, 
labor and agricultural groups, for-
merly selfishly aligned, are now show-
ing a greater community spirit and 
a willingness to work together for the 
good of all. This is not altruistic. Cir-
cumstances demand it if any are to 
survive. But there will always be some 
who can only be controlled by the 
strictest enforcement of severe legis-
lation. The book closes with an 
epilogue sketching an imaginary con-
ference of leaders concerned with 
developing a program of economic 
management in a democracy that 
leaves as much authority and respon-
sibility in the hands of private citi-
zens as possible and giving to the 
government the minimum of control 
compatible with the common weal. 
And that is, indeed, the great chal · 
lenge facing our democracy today. 
~ --------~~----
58 The CRESSET 
0 Pioneers! 
THE OLD CALIFORNIA TRAIL, 
Traces in Folklore and Furrow. By 
Julia Cooley Altrocchi. The Cax-
ton Printers, Ltd., Caldwell, Idaho. 
1945. 327 pages . .$4.00. 
T HE taming of the land-fertile, cheap, and abundant-is the es-
sential conflict in the settlement of 
the American continent. Land, rather 
than conquest or the golden fleece, 
drew westward-moving tides of migra-
tion to displace the Indians. On pack-
horses and on Connestoga wagons, 
settlers moved through passes and 
over trails; on keel-boats, and on im-
provised shipping they travelled down 
inland waterways. Thus in two hun-
dred and fifty years population 
spread from James town, the first set-
tlement, to the Mississippi. In the 
next half century. population leaped 
over and filled in the regions to the 
Pacific. On the edges of settlement 
developed the most American type 
of personality, the pioneer. It is of 
the western pioneers that this book 
speaks. 
The American West lives in the 
sober chronicles of historians who 
draw from the fountains of diaries 
and narratives of actors in its proc-
esses and scenes. Outstanding here are 
Frederick J. Turner's essay on The 
Significance of the Frontier in Amer-
ican History, and Frederick L. Pax-
son's History of the American Froll-
tier. But the West lives also in the 
poems of Bret Hart~, Joaquin Miller, 
and John G. Neihardt; in the novels 
of Owen Wister and Hamlin Gar-
land and Ole Rolvaag's Giants in the 
Earth; and in the sketches of Charles 
M. Russell and Frederic Remington. 
Such allies are joined in the task of 
rediscovering and restoring a West 
that is now almost gone. The Old 
California Tmil (more informally 
than Francis Parkman's classic The 
Oregon Trail) brings together much 
interesting material related to this 
frontier western theme. 
The present volume adds an inter-
pretative book to earlier studies of 
especially the important Covered 
Wagon trails westward, i.e., the Santa 
Fe Trail, the Oregon Trail, the Mor-
mon Trail, and others. Animal, In-
dian, and white man trails naturally 
followed watering places, so the line 
of march is traceable usually along 
the rivers. From Independence, Mis-
souri (where this one starts) , to Sac-
ramento, the author has herself fol-
lowed the route several times while 
gathering with her husband the 
countless bits of fact and fancy. 
This volume, then, is a record of the 
California Trail as it is visible some 
ninety years after the forty-niners, a 
record of the invisible trail as it still 
lives in the minds and on the lips of 
men, and an attempt at the re-evocation 
of some of its colorful past. Much that 
has never been chronicled before is here 
set down, some of it authentic and so 
characterized, much of it delightful 
hearsay .... The. book makes no pre-
tense whatsoever of being a microscopic 
inch-by-inch study of the overland route. 
... It is merely meant to be the wayside 
study of an enthusiast, of value perhaps 
to similar enthusiasts on subjects of 
American lore and American pioneer 
history and also to travelers by road, 
rail. or fireside over the Great American 
Trail. 
Frontier history continually repeats 
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plorers and adventurers, Indians and 
missionaries, soldiers and settlers. Mrs. 
Altrocchi introduces us to spirited 
characters good and bad, atmospheric 
places beautiful and tragic, realities 
and fil':tions. As by a living chapter 
in a history or by a convincing pano-
rama in a travelogue, our imagina-
tions are touched by the experiences 
of Jim Bridger, Buffalo Bin, Gen, 
Ashley, Kit Carson, Gen. Fremont, 
the Mormons, the Pony Express, the 
Union Pacific Railroad, the Donner 
Party, and a host more. Unassorted 
folklore is generously offered, ranging 
from the shimmering legend of bur-
ied gold to the humorous story of 
cached brandy, from the tale of 
Silverskull's wedding to the terrible 
account of the man flayed alive. Out 
of the isolated stories of Indian at-
tacks, frontier births, romances, buri-
als, storms, hungers, thirsts, river-
crossings, and evening encampments 
with song and story-telling, together 
with her own unusual adventures in 
re-discovering the old data, the au-
thor has woven an exciting recon-
struction of bygone life along the 
trail. 
I find the narrator's enthusiasm 
stimulating, but I earnestly feel that 
a more restrained manner of presen-
tation would create more historical 
confidence in her interpretation of 
the facts. When she admits that 
we knew that excitement which only 
those who delight in the past can pos-
sibly know, that intoxication poured out 
of the horn of antiquity, 
she herself touches on t)le problem 
of all antiquarians. In spite of this 
handicap, however, Mrs. Altrocchi is · 
to be complimented upon her ability 
to breathe vitality into the dry bones· 
of mountain, lake, and prairie re-
gions of the early West, as revealed 
similarly in her earlier work entitled 
Snow Covered Wagons: A Pioneer 
Epic (awarded the Commonwealth 
Club Silver Medal in 1936). 
HER.:&ER.':t H . UMBACH 
Who-dun-it? 
FIVE WHO VAN ISH ED. By George 
F. Worts. Robert M. McBride and 
Company, New York. 1945. · 343 
pages. $2.00. 
T HIS novel is supposed to be an ex-citing murder-mystery imbued 
with romance in the light of a 
Hawaiian moon, but the only exotic 
thing about the story is the sprin-
kling of a few Hawaiian words in 
italic type every ten or twenty pages. 
The sleuth is Jason Amboy, an aero-
nautical engineer with a "caliper 
mind" which reduces facts, figures, 
faces, actions, ideas, and people to 
blue print status. He is not a detec-
tive. He just wants to know why his 
brother disappeared and why a beau-
tiful girl invaded his apartment at 
midnight to steal some letters. He is 
aided in his task by Flack, a gentle-
man's gentleman with a yen for dis-
guises. The plot takes on the propor-
tions of a family feud when Jason 
finds that his enemies are his third 
or fourth cousins, headed by a treach-
erous matriarch named Bertha Graz-
zard. He also discovers himself in 
love with a girl of the same clan. 
The love story, however, is incidental, 
full of cliches and a few clinches. 
On board a troop ship from San 
Francisco to Hawaii, three men van-
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ish; but one reappears, so they do 
not all count in the "five who van-
ished." In fact, after finishing the 
book, I found that the identities 
of the five were still undelineated; 
and the story seemed too unimpor-
tant to re-read it in order to pick 
up all the loose ends. What was the 
use? The ones who survived lived 
happily ever after anyway. 
JESSIE SWANSON 
Unknown Land 
BRAZIL: GIANT TO THE 
SOUTH. By Alice Rogers Hager; 
photographs by Jackie Martin. The 
Macmillan Company, New York. 
1945. So pages. $2.oo. 
BRAZIL, a land larger than our own, is known very imperfectly by 
most Americans. We are excited by 
strange stories of the pythons and 
poisoned darts that are said to 
threaten travelers who dare the up-
per reaches of the world's mightiest 
river, we are grateful for rubber and 
coffee, and we are curious about Rio; 
but beyond these our ideas are apt 
to be vague, and our high school 
mastery of Spanish is baffied by the 
unexpected forms of Portuguese. Any 
book that can help us is welcome. 
But does this new volume help us 
as much as it should? The views of 
Brazil that it affords seem too often 
superficial. Many of Miss Martin's 
photographs are excellent. Many 
others, however, are mediocre in tech-
nique and content, and are made 
even less effective by being supplied 
with captions that demand more 
of them than they give. But pictures 
of any sort seldom fail to entertain; 
it is in the prose accounts of Miss 
Hager that the book is most disap-
pointing. In these we find a listing 
of evidences of Brazil's material prog-
ress interspersed with mere generali-
ties and nai:ve remarks about the 
inner life of the inhabitants. Further-
more, the prose style is awkward and 
misleading. One recalls nostalgically 
the incidental passages on Brazil in 
Virginia Woolf's The Voyage Out. 
Among those of Miss Martin's pic-
tures that do delight the reader are 
aerial views of the Amazon, of an 
equatorial swamp, and of the beauti-
ful falls of the Iguassu; views of an 
ancient church and street in drowsy 
Ouro Preto; a number of portraits 
of individuals who typify certain 
races or certain professions; sequences 
on coffee and mate plantations; some 
snapshots of labor scenes; and several 
records of buildings, colonial and 
modern, and of architectural details. 
Here, then, we are given much 
handy information and many beauti-
ful pictures. But the book could have 
been markedly better_ 
Poignant Story 
POOR CHILD. By Anne Parrish. 
Harper &: Brothers, New York. 
1945. 273 pages. $2.50. 
C'\ OMETHING in Poor Child reminds 
0me of a stanza in Oscar Wilde's 
"Ballad of Reading Gaol": 
And all men kill the things they Jove, 
By all let this be heard, 
Some do it with a bitter look, 
Some with a flattering word, 
The coward does it with a kiss, 
The brave m an with a sword. 
---~' 
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Much of the pain and heartbreak 
which comes to Martin Doyle results 
from people trying to be good to him, 
and particularly from the sweetness, 
kindness, love and charity of his 
benefactress, Mrs. de Rendon. Mar-
tin, a twelve-year-old (presumably 
from New York's slums) orphaned by 
his mother's suicide, is taken to the 
luxurious estate of a young (thirti-
ish) widow who has one child. Her 
purpose in receiving the "poor child" 
is not entirely unselfish, for she hopes 
to find in him a companion for John, 
a strange little fellow who has an 
imaginary lamb whic:;h goes with him 
everywhere and is fed imaginary food 
from an extremely imaginative mind. 
Mrs. de Rendon ~s a model of gen-
tility, charm, and grace. She never 
says a harsh word to Martin, or to 
anyone for that matter. Anna, an 
old servant who loves Martin with a 
sincere, protecting love, frequently 
, angers the child with her admoni-
tions. Yet Mrs. de Rendon's sweet-
ness is more cruel than Anna's scold-
ing. To illustrate this point: Martin 
bought his lady a bottle of cheap 
perfume for Christmas. She told him 
it was the best she ever had. When 
she returned from a visit, she told 
him that she had used it all up, she 
liked it so well. Later Martin found. 
the bottle, seal unbroken, in the 
trash can. That same Christmas she 
praised Martin when he clogged for 
her guests, told him they like to 
see him dance. After the guests had 
departed he overheard her telling 
Anna how tiresome was his behavior. 
Martin is no angel. He boasts, lies, 
steals, and is impudent to servants. 
He tells terrifying stories to John. 
~ --
He brings tragedy to Mrs. de Rendon. 
Yet everything he does is for one 
purpose-he wants to stay and to be 
loved. He craves affection, but he 
does not know how to choose among 
the different kinds offered him: the 
pink frosting kind from his mistress, 
the immoral attentions of Costello, 
the chauffeur, or the nonindulgent 
devotion of Anna. Martin's struggle 
for security in someone's heart makes 
a poignant story. 
JEsSIE SwANSON 
Strange Prophet 
THIS MAN FROM LEBANON. A 
Study of Kahlil Gibran, by Bar-
bara Young. Alfred Knopf, New 
York. 1945. 188 pages. $2.50. 
T HIS is an intimate interview with a mystic. Miss Barbara Young, 
one of the few Americans who knew 
personally this oriental poet-painter 
has successfully re-created the shad-
ows which surround Kahlil Gibran. 
This Man From Lebanon is a sus-
tained illusion. Though the 10th Ave-
nue studio in New York City seems 
at first shockingly incongruous with 
Almustafa, the prophet, the mystery 
and enchantment of the man curi-
ously remain. 
Many know Gibran. Some are vio-
lent partisans. Some can take him 
or leave him, and some just cannot 
take him at all. This is another book 
for those who enjoy him. Barbara 
Young knew him and aided him in 
his work for seven years, and in that 
capacity is qualified to describe his 
activities. Unfortunately, in her al-
most adoration of the man, she often 
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becomes verbose and repeuuous in 
writing of his phenomenal simplicity. 
I cannot agree with her that Gibran's 
religious writings are of the same 
order as those of the Bible, for they 
lack that vigor and close concrete 
detail that makes the Bible so actual. 
There is of course no comparison at-
tempted insofar as inspiration goes; 
but even as literature, the poetry of 
the Bible is superior. 
I believe that a biography of 
Gibran by a Syrian, or any Oriental 
who knew him, would be a superior 
portrayal. Our occidental minds 
either dismiss an oriental mystic as 
"queer" or, as Miss Young has done, 
watch him with rapturous and imagi-
nation-filled eyes. An oriental friend 
of Gibran would recognize that his 
aphorisms are not unusual; that they 
are found in the thinking and writ-
ing of the East since the beginning. 
Similar to the ideas of St. Augustine 
are Gibran's lines in "Crime and 
Punishment" from The Prophet: 
And as a single leaf turns not yellow 
but with the silent knowledge of the 
whole tree 
So the wrong-doer cannot do wrong 
without the hidden will of you all ... 
You cannot separate the just from the 
1.mjust and the good from the wicked 
For they stand together before the 
face of the sun even as the black thread 
and the white are woven together. 
A,nd l).is dir~ct statement in Sanl}, .and 
Foam: 
Faith is an oasis in the heart which 
will never be reached by the caravan of 
thinking. 
What was told of the poet's history 
was very interesting. Especially dy-
paJDic w.a.s hi.s ~andfather wlw ~t.itte<l 
with great vigor, "Syria is the greatest 
provence in all the Turkish Empire; 
the Lebanon is the crown of Syria. 
Bsherri is the brightest jewel in that 
crown. Gibran is the most distin-
guished family name in Bsherri, and 
I am the illustrious head of that 
family." 
To pronounce upon Kahlil Gibran 
is impossible. To' accept whole-
heartedly Miss Young's interpreta-
tion of him is equally so. 
LILLIAN L. PETERS 
The Story of the Home Front 
CIVIL LIFE IN WARTIME GER-
MANY. By Max Seydewitz. The 
Viking Press, New York. 1945· 440 
pages. $3.50. 
~ "i JRITING from Sweden, where he 
"¥"¥ took refuge from the Nazis, 
the author has striven to give his 
readers a detailed description of con-
ditions in Germany during the pres-
ent world conflict. Since all his in-
formation is fragmentary, having 
been gathered from Nazi publica-
tions, German industrial journals, 
newspaper editorials, radio talks and 
political refugees, his book cannot 
be considered a reliable portrayal of 
life in wartime Germany. 
As a member of the German 
Reichstag before 1933 Max Seyde-
witz w.as at least in. part responsibl!! 
for tb.e political chaos in. German.y 
whicl). br.ought about the rise o£ Na.. 
tional Socialism. His last two chap, 
ters, The Other Germany and After 
Hitler, What? show clearly that the 
author, having lived outside of Ger-
JDany during the present conflkt, has 
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not as yet comprehended the deep 
tragedy that has befallen his father-
land. 
Those who have followed news-
paper and radio accounts will be 
familiar with most of the author's 
findings. This reviewer recommends 
the book to students of public opin-
ion, but he also recommends a second 
reading ten years from no~. 
T. HOELTY-NICKEL 
Poetic Failure 
MY COUNTRY. By Russell Daven-
port. Simon Schuster, New York. 
1944. 62 pages. $1.50. 
T HIS long poem, by an editor of Fortune and Life, is an attempt 
to show the effort necessary to build 
up a free country, to show the tragic 
cost in the death of young men and 
the grief of parents, and to urge 
that we not lose faith in the value 
of the work. It is an attempt to cover 
the entire American experiment; be-
cause of the scope of the work Daven-
port has chosen an oratorical style, 
but in order not to lose the homely 
flavor of American life he has in-
cluded several passages in boys' lingo. 
The poem fails, however, in style 
and in thought. As it is full of 
statements that are either truisms or 
inexact, its words do not fire the 
reader. Consider the opening lines: 
America is not a land of ease. 
We have not paused from' action to 
beget 
Heroic simile and song and frieze. 
But what land in the world, we may 
ask, is a "land of ease"? And if 
Davenport may point to minuscule 
leisured groups in certain countries, 
we must confess to harboring a num-
ber too. As for "pausing from ac-
tion," simile, song, and frieze were 
never begotten without considerable 
action. Many passages that have an 
air of importance, e.g., "those who 
ask no favor of the great, And grant 
them none, except equality," do not 
survive analysis. "Italians, Slavs, and 
Jews, the 'dese' and 'dose'" seems 
a meaningless way of designating peo-
ples. His vagaries of type-setting do 
not appear to meet any internal 
need. 
The dialect prose sections-the re-
ceipt of the War Department's tele-
gram, and the buddy's meditation on 
death-are more satisfactory. But the 
picture of the country is over-senti-
mentalized. Nor does it offer a work-
ing basis for the international co-
operation to which the author looks 
forward. 
A BRIEF GLANCE AT RECENT PUBLICATIONS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
--------------------~~·------------------------
WELCOME HOME 
By Gregory d'Alessio. Robert M. 
McBride & Company, New York. 
1945. 64 pages. $1.oo. 
\\ "\\ jELCOME HoME is a collection 
'o/'o/ of cartoons by the Collier's 
cartoonist, Gregory d'Alessio, pur-
porting to show what G.I. Joe hopes 
to find when he gets back home. The 
cartoons are carefully drawn and 
show a great amount of detailed 
work. They lack subtlety, however, 
and deftness of line, and, although 
they are adequate and amusing, they 
lack that inspiration which makes a 
cartoon unforgettable. Welcome 
Home would be a welcome addition 
to the 1938 National Geographies in 
a dentist's office, but it is not the 
book to add to a private library. 
BIOGRAPHICAL ROUNDUP 
By Dale Carnegie. Greenberg: Pub-
lisher. New York. 233 pages. $2.50. 
lfN Biographical Roundup, Mr. Car-
ll negie writes as if he were address-
ing a group of seventh-graders. He 
presents a series of short biographical 
sketches of today's great and near 
great in an unbelievably superficial 
manner. Each person described 
started out in life with some handi-
cap (poverty, riches, homeliness, 
beauty) which he overcame to his 
eventual enrichment and glory. Suc-
cess, if one is to judge by Mr. Car-
negie's examples, is achieved by three 
means: plenty of sleep, a firm hand-
shake, and, of course, the ability to 
win friends and influence people. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
YELLOW MAGIC: THE STORY 
OF PENICILLIN 
By J. D. Ratcliff. Random House, 
Inc., New York. 1945. 173 pages. 
$2.00. 
D IFFERENT men see the handiwork of God in different ways and 
in different places but when the story 
of penicillin becomes widely known 
there will be many who will see it 
therein. It is not easy to explain in 
any other way why it was that bac-
teriologist, Alexander Fleming should 
have become keenly interested in a 
mold that he might well have con-
sidered only a contamination of his 
other cultures; why it was that he 
discovered the powerful antiseptic ac-
____ I 
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tion of the broth produced by this 
mold, Penicillium notatum; and why 
it was that many individuals and 
companies risk much of their money 
and time to make enough of this 
antiseptic-and all in time to save 
thousands of lives threatened by the 
world's worst war. 
J. D. Ratcliff has told the story 
of all this in a most interesting 
fashion, indeed, in a little book that 
could provide an hour or two of the 
finest kind of entertainment for any 
intelligent person. It is to be espe-
cially recommended for those who• 
sometimes feel that idealism has dis· 
appeared from the world or that our 
science leads only to bigger and 
meaner wars. Young people who plan 
a career in medicine or scientific re-
search will surely want to read this 
book. 
W. P. CORTELYOU 
KNIGHT MISSING 
By Simon Stone. The Macmillan 
Co., New York. 1945. 297 pages. 
$2.00. 
W Ho killed Sir Thomas Tewke, churchman, philanthropist, 
usurer, and tenement owner? Was it 
his nephew whom he refused to 
rescue from the hands of an un-
scrupulous money lender? Was it a 
shady bookie who had become en-
meshed in Tewke's tentacles? Was it 
the poor inventor whom Sir Thomas 
had legally but unethically robbed? 
Was it the young man who had 
organized the renters in the dead 
nobleman's slum apartments? Or had 
the wealthy bachelor killed himself? 
Out of consideration for any 
CRESSET readers who would prefer 
this ephemeral "whodunit" to the 
classics of Doyle and Van Dine, we 
will keep the killer's name buried in 
our bosom. 
IMAGE OF JOSEPHINE 
By Booth Tarkington. Doubleday, 
Doran and Company, Inc., New 
York. 1945. 275 pages. $2.50. 
T HE long and distinguished career of Booth Tarkington will not be 
enhanced in any way by his latest 
novel. Image of josephine, which re-
cently appeared in the American 
Magazine under the more appro-
priate title Lovely Hellion, is a dull, 
shallow, and irritating study of a 
dull, shallow, and irritating woman. 
Carefully cut and polished characters 
carry a weak and artificial plot to 
a stereotyped and unconvincing con-
clusion. 
I'LL HATE MYSELF IN THE 
MORNING and SUMMER IN 
DECEMBER 
By Elliott Paul, Random House, 
New York. 1945. 315 pages. $2.50. 
H ERE are two stories for who-dun-it fans by Elliott Paul. In I'll 
Hate Myself, etc., the author trots 
out Homer Evans, hero of other El-
liott mysteries, to solve the baffling 
streamliner demise of meek Isaac 
Momblo. A well written story, al-
though we gained the impression that 
Paul strove too much for effect and 
cleverness, holding up solution of the 
mystery until a host of characters 
add their twenty-cents' worth. A 
"modern" mystery that adds a gener-
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ous dash of seasoning to the usual 
straight run story when the individ-
ual characters are subordinate to the 
plot. 
By the way, Author Paul expresses 
in his dedication "the modest hope 
that the story will prove helpful as 
a guide through the pitfalls of mod-
ern existence and morality . . . to 
the rest of the youth of America" (as 
well as to the two young dedicatees) . 
A noble thought, indeed, but modern 
morality receives no encouragement 
upward from Mr. Paul's studied ef-
forts! 
Summer in December transfers us 
to Chile where the Nazis have 
planned a bit of sabotage in the 
nitrate fields. As Brett Rutledge takes 
over to thwart their plot, another 
mystery confronts him. If you have 
an April 1945 Readers' Digest handy, 
turn to page 83 and read Anthony 
Abbott's The Case of the Murdered 
Count. There's the plot in a nutshell, 
with a few insignificant changes. We 
wonder who thought of it first! Be-
ing an avid reader of detective yarns, 
we at once noted that Homer Evans 
had a good-looking assistant in Miri-
am Leonard. How like another 
famous sleuthing duo, Perry Mason 
and Della Stre'etl Wonder who 
thought of that idea first? But all 
things considered, you'll find these 
two mystery stories fast and enter-
taining reading. The characters are 
well drawn and their conversation 
usually sparkles, so you don't mind 
their overshadowing the plot. 
TOMORROW'S BUSINESS 
By Beardsley Ruml. Farrar and 
Rinehart, Inc., New York. 1945. 
238 pages. $2.50. 
T HE well-known author of the pay-as-you-go tax plan here gives his 
views on the vast and complex eco-
nomic problems of our day. His ap-
praisal of business is interesting: "A 
business is a government because 
within the law it is authorized and 
organized to make rules for the con-
duct of its affairs." This function-
altogether legitimate within the ac-
cepted American system of free en-
terprise-involves commensurate re-
sponsibilities. Upon the conscientious 
discharge of these responsibilities de-
pends our future economic stability 
and freedom. This book offers a new 
and challenging approach to the 






THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
MOVIE-GOERS by and large are wont to think of the motion 
picture only as a medium for en-
tertainment. News-stands are clut-
tered with popular magazines 
which purvey reams of gossip, in-
formation, and misinformation 
about Hollywood and the lumi-
naries of the screen world. To 
those who are interested in a less 
publicized but immensely impor-
tant aspect of this young giant 
among the arts I should like to 
recommend another type of maga-
zine. Film News does just what 
the subtitle, "World Wide News 
of Documentary and Educational 
Pictures," implies. It records the 
progress made in the field of 
audio-visional education, it ac-
quaints its readers with significant 
developments of the motion pic-
ture in other parts of the world, 
and from time to time it carries 
feature articles written by, or 
about, prominent film personages. 
A recent issue contained an in-
teresting and instructive report by 
Claude R. Collins, Newsreel Co-
ordinator of the War Activities 
Committee, on the part newsreels 
have played in World War II. Mr. 
Collins says in part: 
Newsreel war correspondents are, 
and have been, everywhere there is 
combat activity. They are in every 
European sector, iri the Mediterrane-
an area, in China, Australia, the 
Philippines-everywhere. They have 
worked with, and often as part of, the 
active combat units on land, on the 
sea, and in the air. One was killed 
in action, many have been wounded, 
all have suffered terrifically, but they 
sent back a photographic record that 
will prove a living, flaming memorial 
to them and to the newsreels they 
represent. To my mind the pictures 
they have made and are making, 
and the pictures made by the heroic 
photographers of the Army and Navy, 
are the most potent and important 
documents recorded in the history of 
the world. 
Certainly, if ever we are to have 
permanent world-peace there is no 
other factor that can and should have 
so much to do with that peace as the 
motion pictures recorded on the flam-
ing £ron ts of this war. 
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If our educators and the educators 
of all other lands will but take the 
best of these actual records of hellish 
horror and display them to our chil-
dren and to the children in the lands 
beyond the seas, the world would be 
safe from war and its unbelievable 
terrors as long as the emulsion on 
these films can be discerned. 
I must confess that I had seri-
ous misgivings when I read that 
Cary Grant had been chosen to 
create on the screen the role of 
the cockney Ernie Mott. The hero 
of None But the Lonely Heart, 
Richard Llewellyn's novel of life 
in the London slums, was a slen-
der, undersized, undernourished, 
inarticulate, and pimply-faced 
youth of nineteen-a description 
which does not fit husky, at 
least twice-nineteen-year-old Cary 
Grant. Furthermore, in recent re-
leases Mr. Grant seemed to have 
been working on the premise that 
all there is to acting is the ability 
to tie one's face into bowknots as 
often as possible. I might have 
spared myself all misgivings. None 
But the L onely Heart (RKO-
Radio, Clifford Odets) is in every 
sense an outstanding picture. Cary 
Grant plays the part of Ernie 
Mott simply and honestly, Ethel 
Barrymore is superb in the role 
of the mother, June Duprez' por-
trayal of the Fun Fair girl Ada is 
warm and convincing, and the 
supporting cast contains such fine 
actors as Barry Fitzgerald and 
George Couloris. Clifford Odets' 
adaptation of Mr. Llewellyn's 
novel is excellent in spite of the 
fact that there are departures 
from the original text. His di-
rection of the picture is swift and 
polished. 
Betty Smith's best seller, A Tre(~ 
Grows in Brooklyn, has been 
translated to the screen with un-
usual fidelity. As a matter of fact, 
the fine acting of an exceptionally 
good cast, coupled with Elia 
Kazan's excellent direction, raise 
A Tree Grows in Brooklyn (M-G-
M) a cut or two above Miss 
Smith's novel. It is regrettable 
that more restraint was not ex-
ercised in some of the scenes por-
trayed. Over loaded sequences 
weaken a sober and reasonably 
honest story of life in the slums 
of a big city. 
To conserve paper-and energy 
-I shall list here a number of 
the chiller-dillers which have been 
pouring out of Hollywood in a 
veritable flood. One can say of 
Murder My Sweet (RKO-Radio), 
Hangover Square (2oth Century-
Fox), The Woman in the Win-
dow (International) , and Guest 
in the House (United Artists) 
that they are well made, well 
acted, and, for adults who like 
mystery films, good entertainment. 
But they are not desirable fare 
for children and adolescents. I am 
always distressed at the thought 
that thousands upon thousands of 
children are permitted to see 
1-
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these and other unsuitable pic-
tures. Unfortunately, films which 
can be enthusiastically recom-
mended for children are rare. 
Thunderhead (2oth Century-
Fox) will appeal to young and 
old alike. Filmed in technicolor, 
Mary O'Hara's simple story of the 
beautiful West provides a refresh-
ing change from the artificial pat-
tern of Hollywood superspectacles. 
The music's the thing in Music 
for Millions, produced by M-G-M 
and directed by Henry Koster. 
There are bits and snatches of 
Tchaikovsky, Dvorak, Grieg, De-
bussy, Chopin, Liszt, and Victor 
Herbert. A fine orchestra under 
the direction of 1 ose Iturbi, noted 
pianist and conductor, performs 
the works of the masters with 
commendable skill. The record-
ing, however, lacks color and bril-
liance. Plot and story are too frail 
to bear close scrutiny. 
Lesley Storm's shortlived Broad-
way play Heart of the City (1942) 
was written as a simple and sin-
cere tribute to the courageous ac-
tors and actresses, stage and prop-
erty hands, who, night after night 
during the great London Blitz, 
rang up the curtain at the Wind-
mill Theatre. Few performances 
began on time or were free from 
interruption; for the theatre per-
sonnel also served as air-raid and 
fire wardens, and their first con· 
cern was with bombs and incen· 
diaries. Nevertheless, the show 
went on, just as life went on all 
over England in spite of appalling 
devastation. Hollywood has laid 
a clumsy hand on Miss Storm's 
play. Tonight and Every Night 
(Columbia, Victor Saville) is a 
lavish and spectacular film made 
up according to a sure-fire for-
mula. But can any thoughtful per-
son fail to feel a little sick at such 
cheap exploitations of a nation's 
heroism? 
Not much of the original Ernest 
Hemingway novel is left in To 
Have and to Have Not (Warner 
Bros.). Instead, the story has been 
ruthlessly tailored to the melo-
dramatic lines which movie-goers 
have come to expect from a 
Humphrey Bogart picture. New-
comer Lauren Bacall is cast in the 
toughest tough-girl role I have 
seen in a long time, and the 
dialogue is often pushed far across 
the borderline of good taste. 
Eugene O'Neil's The Hairy 
Ape (United Artists) and Anton 
Chekhov's Summer Storm (United 
Artists) are weak attempts at seri-
ous drama. Till We Meet Again 
(Paramount, Frank Borzage) is a 
trite, fanciful, and sentimental 
tale of occupied France. Tall in 
the Saddle (RKO-Radio, Edwin 
L. Marin) is a good "western," 
and Bride by Mistake (RKO-






The Pilgrim Says "Thanks" 
Sir: 
We appreciate having THE CRES-
SET in our home and have enjoyed 
reading it very much. 
I like "The Pilgrim," by Dr. 0. 
P. Kretzmann, very much and feel 
indebted to him for expressing our 
own convictions so well and beauti-
fully-he has given us courage and a 
lift to our faith. Thank you. 
MRS. ELBRIDGE WINKLER 
Newman, Ill. 
The Legitimate Stage 
Sir: 
I have been taking THE CRESSET 
for over a year, and I wish to express 
my hearty appreciation for your 
magazine. It has done more to make 
me respect our Church than anything 
else, because it shows how we stand 
on the business of living as well as 
dying. I could not recommend it too 
highly. My own copy passes through 
several hands, and I have given 
away several subscriptions. 
I should like to make a sugges-
tion. As community theatres spring 
up more and more, the play-going 
public is no longer confined to 
Broadway. And numerous road com-
panies even carry Broadway all over 
the country. It seems to me that a 
book which recognizes most phases 
of cultural life might well touch oc-
casionally upon the theatre. Author-
ities believe it will have increasing 
importance and vitality in the near 
future. Can you afford to ignore it? 
Again accept my congratulations 
for a tasteful, intelligent, and broad 
magazine. I wish there were copies of 
it in every home. 
GLORIA VALBORG 
New York City, N. Y. 
We're Still Against It 
Sir: 
Restraint is no more. 
Ho~ much better prepared and 
grimly forbidding our country would 
have been, had there been compul-
sory military training for all able-
bodied youths since 1900. How can 
anyone ignore the frightful lessons 
of waste-through-haste of our roles in 
World War I and World War II? 
How can you join in protest against 
the only policy that, humanly speak-
ing, can steel our country for the 
super-blitz aspects of World War III, 
which you, as well as I, know is even 
now in the making-if God permits 
this world to stand? 
You are "fearful of the deleterious 
effects which such a program would 
have upon the ideals and philoso-
phy of our youth"! Can it be that 
you really believe-after one terrible 
backfire in your lifetime-that there 
will be a "war to end war" this time? 
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tastic program of disarmament and 
pacifism which lulled the world to 
sleep while a crushed (?) European 
nation could rearm from scratch, and 
an Asiatic nation could dot the Pa-
cific with island fortresses under our 
very noses, and finally proceed to 
"Pearl Harbor" our Pacific fleet al-
most to the vanishing point? 
So Dumbarton Oaks was "such a 
promising beginning"? What do you 
think of it now? 
Surely, if this proposal of compul-
jsory military training is adopted 
now, it will be because the propo-
nents of it are keenly aware of put-
ting it across before the apathy of 
peacetime preoccupation with just a 
lot of talk manages to play off an-
other farce such as the "Peace Pact" 
of unsavory memory. 
Surely, Christian citizenship and 
patriotism have not lost the sense of 
realism to such an extent that they 
will encourage the regrettable atti-
tude adopted by "powerful educa-
tional and religious groups," who 
verily have more important matters 
of the moment to deal with. To men-
tion the Roman Catholic hierarchy 
in this connection certainly adds no 
weight to your argument. 
THE CRESSET has been doing fine 
work these seven years. I wish I could 
include pages 2 and 3 of the De-
cember, 1944, issue in this comment. 
PAUL H. F. LIST 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Order Form for Books Reviewed in the May CRESSET 
Check Here T itle 
0 I. Solution in Asia, by Owen Latti-
[j 
more ......... . ......... 
2. The Blue Danube, by Ludwig Be-
mel mans 
0 3. The Vigil ~f .a. N~;,:;,,· by Lin Yu-
0 -4 . 
tang 
The chiicir~~ . ~; . Light and the 
.. Children of Darkness, by Reinhold 
Niebuhr 
0 5. Now That April's There. by Daisy 
Neuman n 
0 6. Cocks and Bulls in Caracas, by 
Olga Briceno 
0 7. Germany Between Two \Vars, by 
Lindley Fraser 
0 8. Wars I Have Seen, by Gertrude 
Stein .......... 
0 9. The Universe Around Us, by Sir 
James Jeans 
V~d~,' P~~s~~r~: bY 0 I 0. Democracy Stu-
art Chase 
0 II. The Old California Trail, by Julia 
Altrocchi 
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Chec k Here Title 
0 I 2. Fiue Who Vanished, by George F. 
Worts 
El 13 . Brazil: Giant to the South, by 
Alice R . Hager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
0 14. Poor Child, by Anne Parrish ... 
0 I 5. This Man from Lebanon, by Bar-
bara Young . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
0 I 6. Civil Life in Wartime Germany, by 
Max Seydewitz 
0 I 7. Mv Country, by Russell Davenport 
0 I 8. Welcome H ome, by Gregory d'Ales-
sio 
0 19. Biopr~ph·i~ai. R.~~n·d~~: bY . D~t~ . C~r·~ 
negtt .. 
0 20. Yellow Magic: The Story of Peni~ 
cillin, by J. D. Ratcliff 
0 21. Knight Missing, by Simon Stone 
0 22. Image of Josephine . by Booth Tar-
king ton 
0 23. ru Hate Myself in the Morning, by 
Elliott Paul 
Bus·i~~s~ .. ·by . 0 24. Tomorrouls Beardsley 
Rum! 





















\\ ~ JHAT does a serviceman think 
"¥"¥ about? THE CRESSET this 
month lets two servicemen speak 
of their experiences, their train 
of thought, their emotional reac-
tions. In our major article, Lt. 
Richard M. Katt of Cleveland, 
Ohio, expresses the Christian phi-
whether this conference will in 
reality mark a new milestone in 
the march toward international 
justice and collective security, or 
whether it will go down in history 
as a colossal failure and a cruel 
disillusionment to the expectant 
peoples of the world. In our next 
issue, when the losophy that is 
proving a bul-
wark of strength 
and hope to many 
a soldier under 
the stress and ten-
sion of war. It is, 
after all, the only 
thing that can 
effectually "see 
them through." 
In "The Pilgrim" 
we quote at length 
from a letter writ-




the living hell of 
Iwo Jima. It is, 
we think, worth 
reading. This is 
The 
results of the con-
ference will have 
taken on more 
tangible form, we 
shall present an 
analysis of what 
happened at San 
Francisco, and of 
its implications 
for the future 
peace and securi-
ty of the world. 
Editor's 
Lamp 
PROBLEMS "''  
CONTRIBUTORS Guest review-
ers in this issue 
include the fol-
iowing, all of the 




the stuff of which America's great-
ness is made. 
"'' -.. 
As these lines are written, the 
widely heralded security confer-
ence at San Francisco has just be-
gun . The coming weeks will tell 
Friedrich (The Blue Danube); 
Herbert H. Umbach (The Old 
California Trail); Jessie Swanson 
(Five Who Vanished and Poor 
Child); Lillian L. Peter s (This 
Man frorn Lebanon); and T. 
Hoelty-Nickel (Civil Life in War-
time Germany). 
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